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"Album Of The Year" according to Spin. “The Sound Of 1991" says The Face. 

Available wherever music is sold on Virgin compact discs and cassettes. ©1991 Virgin Records America , Inc 
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'cmm Am THIS PAGE Photograph of Jeff Britton by 
Stephen Winter. Styled by Paul Stura. 


EVERYTHING TO GO 


Things that make you go...hmmm. The long awaited faggy newsy stuff from faggy newsy people. 

You know, Spew, Music, Trust Me, Kiss Off, Niggerati, etc. 
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Tod Roulette talks to Essex Hemphill about being black and gay, and loving fiercely. 
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We wondered, what would happen if art archivist and performer John Smith had the chance 
to talk with New York's premiere cross-over, cross-dressing performance wonder Lypsinka? 

Listen up. 
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Promoter Bill Coleman is one in a million. As head of his own Peace Bisquit Productions, 
he's a major force behind acts like Deee-Lite, Ultra Nate, andBasscut. 

All this and OUT, too! 
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Fierce Fashion Boy-toy club-looks see the light of day. 
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ULTRA NATE 


Melody Maker has called Ultra 
Nate the 'Queen of Love'-- a fiery 
soulstress whose songs deal with 
every aspect of that emotion. 
Now, after making her reputation 
with the international club hits 
'IT'S OVER NOW' and 'SCANDAL,' 
Ultra Nate makes her slammin' 
album debut with the jazz-tinged, 
house and R&B filled Blue Notes 
In The Basement. 


YONE. 
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INTERCOURSE th 


e new album featuring 


li 

Vanguard artist/ producer and S'Express frontman Mark Moore is THE definition 
of cutting-edge dance floor counterculture. Now, fresh off a string of chart 
successes in the UK, DJ Moore makes his American debut with singer Sonique 
on the throbbing, fast-paced and innovative Intercourse. 

Available Now on Eternal/Warner Bros, and Rhythm King/Sire/Harner Bros. 
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ALIVE WITH PLEASUREI (I tor) Ken Weller, Chariy Brown, A Myke Reilly. Photo Albert Sanchez. 


MUSIC • ARTS • ENTERTAINMENT • OPINIONS • HAPPENINGS 

*Wd like to ss ve flit world... 

Direct from San Francisco's Freethinker Movement — a 
fertile cultural breeding ground in the areas of music, art 
film, fashion and design — Voice Farm has carved its 
niche by creating eclectic, sometimes demented mutant 
dance pop laced with many surprises. 

So how did you guys come together? 

(Myke) Chariy and I were working together around 1985 and we 
met Ken Weller. He plays guitar and bass and he actually started 
as our lighting tech. He was playing with another band and 
became frustrated with the other band. We said “well, just come 
on stage and do the encore with us." So he would do lights for 
the show and at the last number would come out with his guitar, 
spin around and do the encore. That could bo very 
hectic, huh?Yes, actually it was very hectic. But it was 
fun and we started doing a lot of things together in the studio and 
then it evolved from there and he became a band member. 

Who basically does the writing?(Myke) 

Basically Chariy Brown. (Chariy) I write most of the lyrics. And 
sometimes I set the face part of a song or the basic rhythm. I tend 
to gravitate towards the mid-tempo/ballads and Mike picks up 
the higher tempos to disco. We change a lot of roles there, too. 

What prompted the title of your latest 
album, Biaaer Cooler Weirdei? That’s 
exactly what it is: bigger, cooler and 
definitely weirder. (In unison) Thank you! (Myke) 

You know what? I remember how it evolved. We were working 
in the studio with Wally Brill, our manager and co-producer, and 
he would say, “How do you want this to sound?” He would refer 
to a drum sound or something and one of us would say, “Bigger.” 

One of us would say, “Could we kinda make it cooler?" And one 
of us wanted it a lot weirder than it was before. That’s the kind 
of references we would use towards the music . And so I think 
it kinda evolved out of thaL.it kind of came out of a joke. I 
think it’s so neat how things like that 
can happen. Living here in Chicago, 
the predominant music is house mu- 
sic. Has house influenced your music 
at all as far as your dance tracks, 
singles, and things like that? Oh definitely. 

Yeah. In what ways? Well, I mean it’s like in San 
Francisco there’s a lot of dance clubs and we like to go dancing. 

You automatically get a hint of what’s happening and you either 
incorporate it or you die. You either dig it or you don’t.. .we dig it 
so I’m sure it shows up at some point. Your bio men- 
tions something called the Freethink- 
ing Movement. Could you enlighten 
those of us who don’t know exactly 
what the Freethinking Movement is? I 
guess what has been coined a “movement" didn’t originate in 
San Francisco but is growing there. It’s a culmination of all the 
previous sort of social groups like the hippies, the punks, the gay 
movement, the beatnik movement, that all culminate in San 
Francisco. All the people are freethinkers because they’re living 
lifestyles that are outside the traditional cultural boundaries. It’s 
pretty much self explanatory as it's literally people who think in 
a free form style, people who think for themselves. Do you 
find that being from San Francisco, 
with your campy lyrics, people as- 
sume you’re a gay group? (Myke) I think we’re 
pretty ambiguous. And the message is a positive ambiguity-if 
there’s a message in it. We’re not trying to tip the scales one way 
or another but as a part of that freethinking it’s just being open 




to possibilities. Has Voice Farm participated 
in any AIDS fundraisers in San Fran- 
cisco? About two weeks ago we had an event called Pink 
Saturday which was the Saturday night before the gay pride 
parade here in San Francisco. It was basically a benefit for 
Project Open Hand and other organizations. Are any of 
you members of Queer Nation , ACT 
UP, or any other radical activist 
groups?No, we’re not members, but we support anything 
radical How do you deal with controversy? 
Sofar we haven’t I don’tthinkour profile is high enoughto where 
we’ve had to deal with any controversy but I think we're ready to 
deal with the American Family Association. Where do 
you find some of the weirder samples 
in your music? A big source is television. We 
sometimes keep the tape deck going and record television. Then 
[at playback] you kind of listen to it in a new way. You listen for 
weird sounds. There are like all these atmospheric sounds, and 
just really stupid sounding effects on TV shows, people’s voices, 
bad acting, porno movies. We’ve got some great stuff from porn 
movies on “Free Love". And occasionally we sample from other 
records. I use movies too. Any favorite part I remember, I’ll just 
rent the movie and sample it Like the intro to the “Free Love 
video that says, “I have an immediate urge to pull off my bikini.” 
That was from a funny movie called, “The Wild World of Jane 
Mansfield "Are you all like a comedy dance 
group? Even the photo sent with your 
bio is hilarious.That’s our “Alive With Pleasure” look. 


interview by Delon Strode 


Ken, you remind me of Jerry Lewis in 
that picture with those glasses. (Ken) Why 
thank you. That’s a good one and I love being compared to Jerry , 
in his prime, not his grouchier look I take it. No, I don’t 
mean the telethon look. More towards 
the younger Jerry Lewis and Dean 
Martin comedy movies. (Ken) O K. Are you 
guys working on new music for the 
next album already? Or are your pri- 
mary interest at this point promoting 
this album? Right now we’re doing both. We’re putting 
a lot of energy into promotingthe tour and working with a dancer. 
When we tour we’ll probably take three male and female 
dancers. All that is being fine tuned and we’re working on new 
material as well Is there anything else you 
guys would like to say? We’ve seemed 
to have covered quite a bit here. Ken, 
you’ve been kind of quiet. (Ken) Well they’ve 
pretty much covered all the right stuff. ...I don’t know if you can 
print this in your paper or not.We can print any- 
thing you want. Just a little message from San 
Francisco Beat. “Fuck freely comrades. Wear a rubber and do 
it with love!” 






Always a fan of slow, skanky, soulful, moody tunes, I’m too-too happy to have discovered Massive 
Attack’s Blue Lines (Virgin) At once urban and gritty yet soulful and mysterious. 
Vocalist Shara Nelson is reason enough to dash out and buy it She's givin’ voice very reminiscent of 
divas like Randy Crawford, Cheryl Lynn, even Tanna Gardner. On “Daydreaming”, she pull’s off the 
best intonations of Aretha Franklin’s “Day Dreaming” (...and I’m thinking of you). In this era of over- 
sampling, Nelson’s vocalizing £ la the Queen of Soul work much better, sounding far more interesting 
than a plain old sample. “Lately” is truly wicked for continuing the skanky going’s on put forth in En 
Vogue’s “Hold On” or almost anything downtempo by Caron Wheeler. Massive Attack’s first single, 
“Safe From Harm”, is on 12" and it’s quite the catchy tune. It’s very downtempo so it’s completely the 
other side of anything high energy or techno. Splendid chill pill sounds. More, Massive Attack, please. 
— TA 


Beyond the Hype 

A funny thing happens when people become famous. 
Take DJ/producer Frankie Knuckles for in- 
stance. Suddenly, he’s got all these newly-emerged, 
self-appointed critics complaining that his smash debut 
album, Bev ond The Mix (Virgin) disap- 
points because it's not 'House-ier.' Here's yet another 
example of how some people misinterpret House. Cer- 
tainly, if anybody could produce a well-rounded House 
album, it’s Knuckles who's entertained many a club tart 
from New York to Chicago and back again. With Beyond 
The Mix he craftily creates a worthy homage to House’s 
most humble beginnings (mainly Gospel, R&B and the 
Philly Sound) and a product that works for the radio. 
Merely making an effort to have mass appeal is not a sin. 
Under Knuckles’ and DEF Mix Production's guidance, 
every track sounds of artistic integrity. They're all highly 
listenible and danceable. Wisely, Knuckles used the 
dance floor at New York City's Sound Factory to gauge 
crowd response. Favorite picks: “Work Out” “Sacrifice,” 
“Party At My House," “Sold On Love. ” The very popular hit 
“The Whistle Song,” is now the anthemic last song played 
at all the clubs. “Right Time" is catchy and bumpy and 
fully orchestrated without being heavyhanded and boasts 
beautiful vocals by Lisa Michaelis. There's also Satoshi 
Tomiie programming keyboards, John Poppo's sound 
engineering and David Morales' drum and percussion 
programming. Altogeher, Beyond The Mix perfectly sums 
up the many facets of Frankie Knuckles’ musical genius: 
soulful, jazzy, smooth, sophisticated, matured and ex- 
tremely marketable. — TA 


KNUCKLE SAMMICH: DV 
Producer Frankie Knuckles. 

Photo Alex Smith. 

Club Shirley Strikes Again! 

Ceybil Jeffries’ Let The Music Take Control (Atlantic) is the hot 

major-label underground house sound out of Chicago/New York. “Love So Special," the catchy club 
hit is included in both a new remix by Steve Anderson and the original fierce remix by Tony 
Humphries, best known for the “Zanzibar” sound. The disc also features collaborations with Ten City 
members (and labelmates) Byron Stingily, Herb Lawson, and Byron Burke. Chicago followers will 
also recognize the talents of Yvonne “Doin’ It In a Haunted House” Gage. And there’s even a 
collaboration with Jennifer Holiday. Ceybil (don’t ask me how to pronounce it) has a strong, 
sanctified voice that rises above the mediocrity of some of the would-be divas on the block. Some 
tracks were produced in New York, others in Chicago, giving the project a balanced sound. — RF 



REVIEWS 



GHOST DAD? Are you buying the new 
Natalie Cole album, Unforgettable ? She does 
a flawless duet on the title cut with her daddy 
Nat King Cole! They’re walking out of the 
store! What’s next, a new Liza Minnelli and 
Judy Garland CD? Or Crystal Waters sings 
with Ethel Waters? RIMSHOTS Q: When 

does Crystal 
Waters start to 

■ A: Around the 
third or fourth track. Ah-hoohah! Q: What do 
you say when the last track of the Ce Ce 
Peniston CD single ends? A: FINALLY! 

YOU HEARD IT HERE FIRST... Vaginal 
Creme Davis, publisher of Fertile Latoyah 
Jackson Magazine , informed us on her recent 
visit to Chi-town that she’ll soon began 
publishing a second zine. Named Shrimp , she 
says it’s focus will be “feet and music cover- 
age.” We can’t wait! Also, look for forward- 
thinking Tommy Boy to sign glamorous and 
leggy Diahann Carroll look-alike RuPaul 
“Starr Booty.” And writer Dennis Cooper 
has reportedley nixed Matt Dillon as the star 
of the film version of his novel Closer. (Too long 
in the tooth, maybe?) CHUBS “R” US Who 
was bigger the last time you looked, Oprah or 
Delta? Are Vesta Williams and Carnie 
Wilson on the same diet? Or did they just 
trade tonnage with the now-svelte Jennifer 
“but-my-ego’s-still-big-as-a-house” Holiday? 
And what about Demi Moore showing her 
pregnant privileged Hollywood fat white ass off 
on the cover of Vanity Fair\ And then there’s 
the Paula Abdul diet, where you eat anything 
you want and then have your video image 
sque-e-e-zed. Ooops! GREASY KID STUFF 
Now that “Pee-Wee’s Playhouse” is off the air, 
Fox is prepping its Blaine & Antoine 
Saturday morning animated series. And can 
anyone believe that Paul was doing some 
hetero Debbie-does-Dallas styled porn? 

Right... Miss Pee Wee Herman, givin* you six 
year old sissy boy with a queenie genie and 
humpy, half-dressed Hispanic playmates? 
Maybe he stumbled into the wrong theater. 
SUPER FREAK More ridiculous scandalous 
celebrity news from Miss Rick James, who, 
along with girlfriend Tanya Anne Hijazi, was 
recently arrested on sexual assault charges. A 
story in Entertainment Weekly quotes Ms. 
JoAnne Funderburg of the Mary Jane 
Girls, “With all the things he’s done over the 
years, this latest incident is just karma 
working its way around.” Otay! CHICKEN 
BREAST TO GO Though its trendy to dis 
Marky Mark, the white boy is due his props 
for not only giving Loleatta Holloway credit 
and a video apperance on the otherwise dull 
“Good Vibrations”, but for having much better 
pecs than his brother Donnie. I WANT YOUR 
SEX Lastly, what was super-straight pop idol 
George Michael doing playing pool at Ka- 
Boom! ...on a Sunday (GAY) night?! 
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David Gandy 

Substance 

1 .Put Your Hands Together 
(The Brixton Bass Mix) 

D-Mob FFRR 

2 , Shine On (Joey Negro Mix) 

Sold Out featuring Sarah Warwick 
Columbia 

3.Give Me Your Love (Philly Mix) 

Be Noir Irma 

4<Musica De Amour 

A Man Called Adam Ritmo 

5. Everybody Have A Good Time 

Archie Bell and the Drells CBS 

3>Dream 

Insync featuring Dellroy WAC7 

7, Can’t Give You Up 

Life On Earth Republic 

3.1 Desire You (Sample Version) 

A.B.T. Nu Groove 

$.Frenzy 

Transcendence Strobe 

10. Keep On Believing 

Sjgp Jenifer Mickey New Generation 


Derrick Carter 

Shelter, Insanity, Substance 

1 . Get Wize (Re-Mix) 

Rodeo Jones A&M 

2 . Lift Every Voice 

Mass Order White Label 

3. Unique 

Danube Dance Flying 

4. Is It All Over My Face (Male 
Vocal) 

Loose Joints West End 

3. Everything’s Goin’ 

. Dharma B Acid Jazz 

6. Plastica (Re-Mix) 

Pizzarro Razz 

7 , Change 

Lisa Stansfield Arista 

B.lf Only I Knew 

Paul Varney White Label 

3 . The Saint 

Thompson Twins Warner Brothers 

10. The Pressure 

Sounds Of Blackness A&M 


Spencer Kincy 

Ka-BoomS, Shelter, 
Substance 

1. I’ll Be Your Friend 

Robert Owens Unknown 

2 . Feel 

Love Drops NYC Warner Brothers 

3 . I’m Happy 

World Power (featuring Althea 
McQueen) Cardiac 

4. If I Only Knew 

Paul Varney White Label 

3. Tangled Thoughts 

Spencer Kincy Unknown 

3. Untamed World 

Bassic Tension Vol Bassic 

7 . Feel My Soul 

UBO Project (featuring Kathy 
Summers) House In Effect 

3. Give Me Your Love 

Be Noir Irma 

0. Music Mental (Not Yet) 

Larry P. Rauson Jr. New Genera- 
tion 

10. Don’t Wanna Have To Ask 
You 

Temper Temper Ten Records 




CHICAGO'S LONGEST RUNNING HOUSE IAVI 


IJs Derrick CaTter t Spencer Kincy 
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Fred Bain 

Cairo, Vortex, “Anywhere on 
the Underground Scene.” 

1. I’m Not In Love 

Basscut Charisma 

2 . Something Special 

Nomad Capitol 

3. The Pressure 

Sounds Of Blackness A&M 

4. Move To The Music 

Monica Deluxe Meet 

5. Get Wize (ReMfx) 

Rodeo Jones A&M 

6. Deep Thoughts 

Paradise Inc. 4 On The Floor 

T.Falling In Love 

Kelly Charles Champion 

8. Always There 

Incognito Talking Loud 

Tomorrow 

Tongue and Cheek 

10. Let’s Get Together 

Candy J. 


n 



Thing magazine is looking for your personal best. Just jot down ten tunes — new, old, or 
in-between — and return this to us ASAP to be part of our next issue. We also have room for 
brief reviews; a paragraph or two on a fierce (or tired) new release 


YESTERDAY! 

NAME 

CLUB/AFFILIATION 


LIST TITLE (optional) 

TITLE ARTIST LABEL 

1 
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2151 W. BIVmON STREET 
CHICAGO €1271015 USA 
(062 W 3 0 5 6 
( 312 ) $ 27-1780 
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STVDIC 


5740 N. Western Avenue 
Chicago Illinois USA 60659 
312.784.0773 


Adamski 
Ricky Dillard 
Kevin Dixon 
Riley Evans 
Electribe 101 
Farley Funk 
Fingers, Inc. 
Gallifree 
Georgie Porgie 
Paris Grey 
Habit 

Larry Heard 
Candy J 
Kenny Jason 
Todd Johnson 
Frankie Knuckles 
Jimmy Lee 
North & Clybourn 
Mickey Oliver 
Miss Mondee Oliver 
Night Riders 
Robert Owens 
Lee Pearson Jr. 

The Pretty Things 
Ralphi Rosario 
Scott Free 
Jimmy Stivers 
Brett Wilcots 
Wilderness Road 
Frank Youngwerth 
Capitol 
EMI 

Gherkin 
Hot Mix 5 
Mercury 
Motown 
Sony Music 
Virgin 
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CULTURE VULTURE... what racist rapist 
ad exec has been using Aframerican songs to sell 
images of white beauty? Boos to Revlon, Chic, et al. 

SPEAKING OF BEAUTY, all the in-the- 
know booty boys go to Oscar’s, where the interminable 
wait for a classic razor cut is made pleasant by all the 
scrumptious sights. Take along a copy of Thing so 
they’ll know who you are! 

READING RECONSTRUCTION is the 

mark of refinement; writing for Reconstruction is the 
mark of excellence. Under the superb editorship of 
Randall Kenndey, this new quarterly out of Harvard 
Law School is the journal of choice for anyone with a 
thought. 

SO CLOSE AND YET SO FAR... 

Peggy Noonan was a speech writer for Reagan during 
his administrations, and is credited with giving us 
Bush's “thousand points of light”; now a columnist for 
Mirabella, she is witty, delightful, insightful, knowledge- 
able, and thought-provoking... too bad she’s writing from 
the enemy camp; she’s good. 

DEFINITELY WRITING With Thing in mind 
is l/ls. Alice Walker... her Temple of My Familiar has 
made the editorial rounds, and has sparked much 
healing and introspection.Jt's time to go to church. 

HEAVENLY HOSTS... the missionary 
visionary, Shelby "Selma Soul" Webb-jr., has finally 
realized his dream-, a choral ensemble of trained voices 
that keep alive the vocal traditions of hymns and sacred, 
anthem, and gospel musics. Arduous research, rigorous 
training, and faithful renditionizm 1 make Choral 
Thunder a slice of heaven, here on earth. Let him who 
hath an ear... 

FAYE BOLDEN, currently performing at the 
Pump Room, must have been giving Lounge Lizard 
lessons to up-and-coming chanteuse 
Sherrilynn...both of these ladies have class down to 
their gold Iam4 pumps, and their unique arrangements 
of jazz standards will leave you as bubbly as fine 
champagne...order heapin' platefuls of Sherrilynn at the 
^Beat Kitchen ( and do request an appetizer of "Stolen 

Moments"). 

« 

AM I BLUE?.. .what could be better than a meal 
at Mirador? Admittedly nothing, but ranking up there 
has to be The Blue Room, Miradorfs upstairs aperitif 
hang-out that has become a destination in and of itself. 
The Blue Room's bartender, ultra-fab boy-of-the- 
moment David Ogden, is gracious and becoming, 
delightful and seductive. Wednesday is the premiere 
night for mid-week relaxation and intimacies. If you 
spot LDW huddled in a candle-lit booth with songstress 
Sherrilynn, do send over a round of their famous blue 
margaritas. Perhaps she'll belt out a tune in gratitude... 
— LDW 


James Battle, like all great artists, is one of the 
biggest fools on the face of the planet. 

Loyal, trusting, and frightfully forgiving, he was 
recently blessed with his first solo exhibit. Being solely 
dedicated to his art, he never found time or interest for 
mundane, common pursuits like management and 
making money, so wisely he thought to turn himself 
and his fate over to someone who had these skills. 
Unwisely, he chose a self-proclaimed artist, Berta Carta. 

Berta Carta, better known for her culinary skills 
than her dubious and marginal vocal ones, seemed the 
natural choice: she was surprisingly proficient at 
organizing and mounting many an (unsuccessful) 
gathering to showcase her dismal and imagined talents; 
she had successfully garnered the time and abilities of 
far-more accomplished ~X. T . .py.v.-.y^^ 
artists; and she even 

managed to position herself * Lb ™“ b 

as the star in their august company (no mean feat, I 
assure you!) 

Berta, who is no fool (proving once again she’s no 
great artist), immediately did what she does best: turn 
to someone sincerely gifted to do the real work, 
someone who will slave uncomplainingly, someone who 
will let her hog the limelight. In one word: moi. 

Moi, who can be quite a fool at times (a great artist, 
in her own right) gladly signed onto the project. Moi 
believed strongly in James’ abilities; moi desired to see 
James as successful as he was so clearly deserving; and 
moi had long been a patron of struggling artists. 

Berta, being the grand-standing, self-absorbed, 
insensitive lout that she is, dictated the date, time, and 
attendance of a fundraiser ostensibly for James Battle. 
After demanding it be held at her lushly appointed, 
shrine-to-herself villa, and seeing that the invites had 
been printed and mailed, she frivolously left town to 
perform her now infamous free-loading act (the only act 
she has perfected, 1 assure you!) of mooching off friends 
until they tire of her. 

As the day of the affair dawned with still no word 
from Berta, we had not experienced such fear and 
dismay since the last time Berta attempted to disgrace 
a stage; we had no idea where she was or whether she 
would resurface in time for the gala or whether we 
would have to call the invitees and alert them to a 
change of address. 

Scant hours before the appointed time, Berta 
breezed in with typically lame excuses and no apologies 


Not fresh from her East Coast tour, she was 
unconcerned about the lack of preparations of both her 
villa and and refreshments, but focused solely on her 
pressing need for ironed glad rags and for a hair 
trimming. 

Thankfully, Trentarvicka was on hand to provide not 
only house-cleaning chores, but food preparation as well 
while madame busied herself with her futile and vain 
attempts at beauty. 

Alas, karma is inescapable: she played to an empty 
room. NOT in attendance were some of the most 
notable names on the art patron scene: Carlton 
Robinson, S. Michael Evans, du Ane Baskins, David 
Carter, Dan Parker, Shelby Webb-jr., and Ephraim 
Walls-jr. 

Sister Hoover was a no-show, too; she was smarting 
over a particularly painful and monstrous flop of her 
own (proving once again that karma is inescapable). 

. T Sister Hoover invited the 
SKAT Jp' world to the warming of her 
la Vicomttu* dtLarva new loft space; unfortunately, 

things got a little too hot even for her, when only the 
underworld showed: the Lindsey Duo, recently released 
Ray Dog Evans, Steve "Mrs. Marvin Lewis," and others 
of their ilk. True to her penny-pinching ways, she not 
only hired an inexperienced and clumsy DJ who should 
have been playing prison records for all the ne’er-do- 
wells there, but had the gall to have the surly, offensive, 
and incompetent Eric-What’s-His-Name to tend (and 1 
use this term loosely, 1 assure you) bar. Again, Ephraim 
Walls-jr was not in attendance. 

After suffering through two such disasterous outings, 
1 despaired that 1 would never be able go anywhere 
where the primary concern of the host was the comfort, 
security, and joy of his guests; where friends selflessly 
gave of their time, energy, and money in support of each 
other. 1 started to think that perhaps my expectations 
were too lofty and moi needed to keep my aristocratic 
black ass in my chateau being served flawlessly by 
faithful Cosette. 

Languishing poolside, charming Lee Koonce phoned 
to offer insight. "Don’t they realize how important this 
is?" he queried. Amidst the fog of disappointment, the 
true culprit emerged. Who had the skills and 
reputation for successful affairs? Who had the contacts, 
money, and experience? Who had even been 
headmistress of Lucy Baines’ Fine Finishing School for 
Wayward Women? Who had been the manager of the 
X-mas Light Lounge? Who was missing from both 
affairs? 

HFfie Mae Randall van Buren knows who she is. 



why should the editors and publisher of this magazine be dealt with so 
discourteously, rudely even, by anybody in the entertainment business? You’d think these people would 

be more than happy to get even bad press! Apparently, they presume they can dick us around because we haven’t been on the map long. 
They think we’re a flash in the pan. Grant Lukenville of the now defunct Outweek copped an attitude because we were competing for 
advertisers and he viewed us as a 'joke.' But the world treats you differently when it knows you can smear the hell out — 
of them in print. It’s true. Why, not more than a few months ago, people were just too happy to give us shit because \* 
they assumed that we were just some mindless black queens who thought they had it goin’ on. Until, that is, thev / 
got wind of the Lady Miss Kier interview and associations with Essex Hemphill, Alan Miller, Bill , 

Coleman, Marlon Riggs, Ultra Nate, etc. "Oh, y^Thing magazine!" theysay. Yeah, and we can’t / 
wait to let your dumb asses have it! It ain't our style, nor is it necessary to good journalism to wear 
our contacts and achievements on our sleeves. We’re about having fun and shedding light on , 
things of interest to ourselves and our growing readership and hardly have time for any | 
homophobic, racist, and egotistical forays in the process. So, to all the ultra-fab club owners, 
pretentious performers, petty promoters, deluded DJs, cheesy club kids, banal bouncers, 

backwards bartenders, mickey mouse managers, and generally uncooperative asswipes 

who wouldn’t know opportunities for good business if they walked up and politely 
introduced themselves, thanks for nothing! Stay tuned for Thing s KMA Hall of Fame 
list: kickin' ass and takin' names. Dont say we didn't warn you. 

“A new club is opening up!” Michael Alig and DJ 
Keoki handily illustrate Club KMA. Reprinted 
from My Comrade. Photo by Michael Wakefield. 






Paris is Burring the new documentary film that 
explores the seminal drag balls of Harlem, is all 
humor, homegrown glamour, and pathos that ex- 
poses many of its subjects’ burning desires for fame, 
fortune and fashionable living. Director Jennie 
Livingston was said to have come out as a lesbian 
during the process of completing the film. Not sur- 
prising when you view the movie and feel the unifying 
sense of family and security created by the various 
house members. It would be easy to come out with 
this bunch. Mostly black and gay, these children are 
the very fringe of the mainstream society. Through 
the houses and balls they communally share in one 
another’s eccentricities, effectively sanctioning their 
own misfit-ness while subverting the fuck out of 
mass culture's and mass media’s racist, sexist and 
homophobic assumptions. These kids aren’t for- 
mally educated but they're as smart and perceptive 
a group as you’ll ever find. Through sheer determi- 
nation and wit, these kids manifest thei r fantasies to 
become self-created stars in their own right. This is 
a candid and fabulous glimpse into the now legend- 
ary houses of Extravaganza, Ninja, DuPree, Saint 
Laurent, and Labieja. In years to come, Paris is 
Burninp hould stand up as a major historic chronicle 
of the black gay culture that we currently see so much 
misunderstanding and exploitation of by the main- 
stream. A must see. — TA 


Yc, Mtmmmmmmmm' 

I H I N G 

we’re actively *eekl*£:female contributors 
for our forthcoming special issue spotlighting 
womyn, with a y and otherwise. Send prose, 
poetry, essays, erotica, reviews, and stuff. 


i — 

New York’s black gay underground is getting much press 
due to Jennie Livingston’s Paris Is Burning. Chicago’s 
dynasty of fierce club queens was never quite as organized 
as NYC’s “houses” and “balls”. But that doesn’t mean we 
don’t have a celeb list of our own. Our gang: Miss AARON 
aka MAGILLA GORILLA Butch Queen Realness doin’! 
Fiercely muscular body, with a propensity for toe-jammed 
stiletto heels and high fashion cocktail dresses and gowns. 
Hot! (and we mean freshly mopped) Kansai, Gucci, and 
Louis Vuittion. JOSE and LOUIS These two hustled 
grooves into the dance floor. Local black fag lore has them 
pitching a brick through the window of Blums Vogue 
Furriers to let them have fur at the Warehouse. Notorious 
chain smokers, inspired the cry, “Phyllis, got another 
cigarette?” WARDELL FORD Designer to the stars. He 
turned out perfectly fitted diva garments given enough 
time, money and incentive. Wardell was possibly the first 
kid who had the nerve to dress the legendary party girl 
Pamela DuPaty. Along with Aaron Pierre Brown, 
Wardell is now co-founder of the Chicago-based House of 
Avant Garde CHIP aka MICHELLE went under the 
Scapel many times, going from that beautiful and fashion- 
able boy at the Warehouse to a gorgeous married woman 
who now lives in the countryside. Soft, soft, soft, elegant 
and leggy. FRANDA B. GOODCOOKIE also known to 
the “old school” kids as FRANDA PANDA The mentor of 
Chicago’s gay black club tarts, known for the quick read 
and timely barb. The official arbiter of Warehouse society 
(Grand Den Mother). Please, don’t come for her! 


I 
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w Kj IV, the Homographic 
Convergence, held this past spring J 
at Chicago’s Randolph Street 
Gallery, was the first event of its * 
kind and a landmark in the history 
of a burgeoning ‘queer’ culture. 
Organized by and for homo zine 
makers, it brought together folks ‘ 
from as far away as Toronto, 
Montreal, LA., and San Francisco. • j 
Noticeably absent were editors * 
from New York’s Pansy Beat 
(publisher Michael Economy .. ' 
understandably just couldn’t swing 
the travel expenses) and the 
groundbreaking zine My Comrade; 
everyone wanted to meet it$ 
publisher Les/Linda Simpson- 
However, many other indepen- 
dently produced homograt|ftic 
zines were represented by their 
publishers, editors and correspond ; 
dents. Mainly a meeting of media 
manipulators, most were busy 
interviewing and/or photographing 
each other. Eyes an? still smarting 
from all the camera flashes and |||| 
glare of Filming lights. f*ublisher of 
San Francisco’s Cunt and former 
Chicagoan Rachel Pepper was 
there representing some of 
everybody from the West coast. 

She interviewed Robert Ford 
Igand Trent Adkins for Outlines; 
B^rd interviewed everybody for 
^Th/ng; Larry Bob interviewed and 
shot pixof everybody for Haty 
Titclamps «. Ditto Johnny 
Noxzema and Rex Boy for 
Bimbox and Fluffy Boy for 
Homoture^ Maximum end 
Rolfs MykeJ Board was one of 
the free floating journalists on 
hand. Nicolas Jenkins (in from 

Montreal) seemed content to just ; 
sit and sell out of his sexy and 
smartly written zine, Fuzz Box. 
Strarght To Hell editor Billy 
• Hiller, a far cry from his wBder 
I -x days, sat calmly near the front, 

. closing deals on STH back issues 
: and t-shirts. Several people were 
videotaping everything, SPEW co 
:||: : >organize^-and : :videophile Steve x 
Lafrenlere compiled a fierce || 
program of queer videos and films 
including Brute La Bruce’s No 
Skin Off' My Ass, Summer 
Caprice, DeAundra Peek, Glen 
Meadmore, The RuPaul Film 
Festival, and, of course, John 


also readings by other under- 
ground faves like Hudson of 
New York's Feature Gallery and 
the literary zine form, bad boy 
genius Dennis Cooper, and 
Chicago’s own Jon-Henri fg| 

Damski who read from \ 

Homocore. Plus, performances by 1 
Cheryl Trykv, ...Andy Soma, 
Sheree Slaughter Jo^n Jett 
Blakk, Gurline and Gurlette 
Hussey, Mary Brogger, Bunny 
and Pussy, Iris Moo Hi?, A.K. 
Summers, D. Travers Scott, 
Kiwi, Fraulein, Thax Douglas, 
and David Etkard, Very 
glamorous, too, With the likes of 
Dora of LA/s Sissy Club USA 
breezing about alt day in 
chartreuse chiffon and gold 
stiletto mules, Liter, the party at 
Hot House s# a nice crowd of 
, folks and music by Burle Avant, 

! Robert Ford and Trent Adkins. 

| The dyke band Fifth Column 

did Vag. Joan Jett 


Top to bottom, photographer Stephen Winter. The Reverend 
Vaginal Creme Davis deliverin’ at Hot House. Gloria (G.B.) 
Jones and Jena von Brucker at the Bitch Nation booth. Cheryl 
Trykv. Gurlene and Gurlette Hussey. 


Clockwise from top, Michael Sheppard and Chandelle North. 
Women in the Director Chair’s Jean Crocker and artist Mary 
Patton. Performer/ Gallery 2 curator Larry Steger. Bong and 


performed, as 
Blakk jumped in to play air guitar 
with the girls in Fifth Column. 

A few people are of the opinion 
that the event wasn’t queer 
enouj^i, was too expensive, blah- 
blah-blah. This was all done on a 
shoestring budget, with tables ^j| 
offered to zine editors for free ^ 
lahid many of the out-of-towners i 
able to enjoy free housing, I can’t 
figure out what the hell these 
folks are talking about. A $6 
cover? We all wish we had more 
money to make things free to 
more people. At SPEW, people 
enjoyed each other and planned 
for the future: Publishers and 
editors discussed an independent 
Canadian Queer Film Festival 
slated for next year and several 
individuals and groups left 
inspired to do their own zines 
and Cooper and Lafreniere are 
already conspiring for SPEW II, 
'92 to be held in LA. 


Top to bottom, desinger Darren Brown and writer 
Todd Roulette. TA and Joan Jett Blakk outside Hot 
House. Amoeba Record’s Keith Holland and Miss Dora. 
Painter Simone Bouyer and poetess Sheree Slaughter. 
All photos Stephen Winter. 


Clockwise, Fifth Column’s Beverly Bevndge and fiimaker Bruce 
La Bruce. Cheryl Bailey and Vaginal Creme Davis. Miss Scout 
with writer Walter Youngblood. 


— TA 
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A history of Chicago’s black and gay church BY MAX SMITH 


The book, In The Life: A Black Gay 
Anthology contains an article by the late 
Dr. James Tinney who was a Pentecostal 
Church minister. Entitled “Why a Black 
Gay Church?,” Tinney’s article explores 
the experience of three congregations, 
one of which continues to meet every 
Sunday at four P.M. in Chicago. Named 
United Faith Affinitas and located at 1448 
E. 53rd Street, it is a group of Christian 
believers who see a need for a specific 
outreach. 

As early as 1 930 there was a black 
church in Chicago which opened its doors 
to people who were rejected by main- 
stream denominations. Over 60 years ago 
Reverend Clarence H. Cobbs saw street 
people, lesbians, gays, ex-offenders and 
other less popular children of God as 
needing a non-judgemental, spiritually 
uplifting worship service. 

Over the years, week after week from 
his pulpit and over his radio broadcasts, 


Reverend Cobbs would repeat, “It does 
not matter what you think of me, but it 
does matter what I think of you. For I 
cannot allow hate, prejudice and deceit to 
keep me from knowing... that Jesus is the 
light of the world.” So, long before the 
Stonewall revolt against gay oppression in 
1969, the deeply spiritual nature of Black 
gay folks caused one to come forward 
from amongst our numbers, to meet our 
need to be ministered to just as we are. 

There were limits to what privately gay 
ministers with pre-Stonewall ways of 
thinking could be expected to do. 
Reverend Cobbs mentored several other 
ministers, who by the 1 960’s had begun 
congregations of their own with high 
percentages of gay people in them. The 
words “lesbian” and “gay” would not be 
spoken from the pulpit in an affirming way 
at any of these churches: no acknowledg- 
ment of issues of importance to gay and 
bisexual communities was given. It was 


“known” that there was a gay presence in 
the congregation, choir, and pulpit, but it 
was not spoken. 

In 1983, one of the ministers taught by 
Reverend Cobbs, was in a state of 
declining health, beset with AIDS-related 
conditions. He had been a bishop who 
was respected and adored, an excellent 
speaker with a ministry which met the 
needs of many people. But in the early 
I980’s few people understood AIDS and 
therefore the Bishop was treated coldly 
by many people. 

One minister, Reverend Steven Handy, 
and a few members of his congregation 
became his caregivers when his illness 
became more than he could bear alone. 
The experience of being with the Bishop 
until the end of his life, when other 
ministers abandoned him, left a lasting 
impression on Reverend Handy. It caused 
him to see that the fear of AIDS in that 
situation was even greater than the love 
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many people had for a person with AIDS. 
Given the disproportionately large 
number of people of color with AIDS, 
Reverend Handy saw a need for the 
religious community of color to face the 
issue of AIDS so that love ccould properly 
overcome fear. 

I met Reverend Handy while he was 
struggling with that dynamic and pointed 
out to him how Reverend Tinney revealed 
the flip side of homophobia and 
AIDSphobia in In The Life. He asserted 
that when we become alienated from 
churches because people in them 
condemn our lifestyle, we lose our 
discipline to be committed to Christ, and 
begin to live in a tentative way, allowing 
impulses and instincts and passions to 
overrule our values. Without strong 
values there is a loss of willpower, self- 
control, and the ability to be dedicated to 
pursuits that require sacrifice for the sake 
of long-range plans and goals. Why must 
gay folks sacrifice the joyous blessings 
which result from accomplishing endeav- 
ors which take strength and tenacity to 
achieve? Of all the roles a church can 
serve, providing the spark of motivation 
we all need for successful living is certainly 
one of the most important. 

Following the June 1 990 Chicago Gay 


and Lesbian Pride Parade, Reverend 
Handy and several friends handed out 
hundreds of flyers at the Belmont Rocks 
beach picnic. The flyers read: "United 
Faith Affinitas Church. A church with a 
Black gay and lesbian ministry needs you!!! 
We meet each Sunday at four P.M. at 
Crittenhouse Chapel. This church has 
been designed to meet your spiritual 
needs and to positively affirm the develop- 
ment of your person hood. We ask that 
you share with us your talents to help 
create a ministry that will enhance your 
walk with God... We look forward to 
worshipping with you.” 

Since then we have met every Sunday 
and have established a positive relation- 
ship with the congregations who share 
our church building. In the tradition set 
over 60 years ago by Reverend Clarence 
Hobbs, all are welcome, just as you are. 
With an awareness of today, however, we 
have a progressive feeling of loving 
welcome for those who are HlV-im- 
pacted. While we started out to minister 
to a specific group of people with special 
needs, we do not limit our efforts to that 
area. All who believe in Jesus and God's 
gift of salvation will feel at home with us. 

Reverend Steven Handy passed away on 
June 17, 1991. 


It does not 


matter what 


you think of 

* 


me, but it 


does matter 


what I think 


of ys it# 




CONCERNED? 


Chicago Department of Health AIDS Prevention Program offers; 

• Free Counseling and Testing 

• Confidential Counseling and Testing 

• Anonomyous Counseling and Testing 

<5</K \&hX at cj et^kt cGwzfake&X LccattohA 

' 2861 N. Clark/348-8059 ENGEUMi 641 W. 63rd/483-2443 

I SOUTH SIDE 1306 S. Michigan/435-5407 UPTOWN 845 W. Wilson/989-9070 

1 2418 W. Division/292-61 15 R0SE1AND 200 E. 115th/995-2817/8 

; 2160 W. Ogden/666-6965 TOWER WES? SIK 1713 S. Ashland/942-2483 

Health Educators and AIDS resources and education also available 



For further information contact: 

Office of AIDS Prevention 

Chicago Department of Public Health 

Room 233, Daley Center, 50 W.Washington 
Chicago Illinois 60602 
(312) 7444312 
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I HEARD THAT! 

notable quotes compiled by LDW 


SNAP!... 

"Our immediate task, as Black gay men 
creating our own literary tradition, is to 
work diligently and to utilize honesty and 
discipline as allies. If we commit ourselves 
to strive for excellence and nothing less, we 
will give way to the realization of just how 
fierce and necessary we really are!” 

— Essex Hemphill 

“Everyone should strive to offer , with his 
work, a service graced with elegance and 
style... blessed by great creativity and a touch 
of artistic inspiration, to add a spark of joy to 
people’s lives.” — Pucci 

BORN TOO LATE... 

"All these years I’ve been known just as an 
evil Black bitch; 

we didn’t know nothin’ ‘bout no PMS” — 
Joanie 

LET’S BE FRIENDS— 

“I don’t need no mo’ Judy Garland 
Girlfriends; I have so many, some of them I 
don’t even know their names.” — Miss Nicky 

WHERE ARE THE BOYS!... 

"Ain’t no trade; only mistakes.” — more 
Miss Nicky, after yet another failed relation- 
ship 


YOU STEPPED IN IT— 

“Do, by all means, exercise your I st 
Amendment Rights to be a racist; then when 
I put my foot up your ass, I’ll have a leg to 
stand on.” — TA 

CLEAN UP YOUR ACT... 

"He don’t know how to take constructive 
criticism. What he fails to realize is: ain t 
nobody ever gonna give nothin’ to a dirty 
Black boy. EVER!” — Delon 

ARE WE HAVING FUN, YET!— 

"That’s the nature of art — the odds are 
thousand to one against achieving great 
success, but that doesn’t matter. The 
pleasure is in doing.” 

— McKee 

TURN THE B EAT (LITERALLY) 
AROUND... 

"Let 'em have it cornin’ and goin’... 
Sweetness and Light ain’t never got nobody 
nothin’. I’m convinced that Bitterness is 
gonna change the world.” — Trentarvicka as 
Cruella de Vil 

YEAH, RIGHT... 

"The more killing and homicides you have, 
the more havoc it prevents.” 

— Richard M. Daley 


KEEP IT UNDER YOUR HAT... 

“She oughta be glad I was raised right...” 

— Delon on his arch-nemesis. Michael 

WASTED... 

“What a waste it is to lose one’s mind, or 
not to have a mind is being very wasteful. 
How true that is.” — J. Danforth Quayle, at a 
United Negro College Fund luncheon trying to 
recall the UNCFs slogan. “A mind is a terrible 
thing to waste." 

YOU THINK YOU HAVE 
PROBLEMS— 

“That the inadequate Danforth Quayle 
remains only a heartbeat away from the 
most powerful job on Earth is enough to 
give even America’s staunchest allies the 
vapours." —The Daily Mail Great Britian 

BUT YOU ARE, BLANCHE— 

“Why does everybody keep treating me like 
|’m the Bad Guy?!?” — Adorn Chandler, the 
Bad Guy 

WAKE UP CALL... 

"The Pork Queen represents an industry 
that kills 92 million pigs a year to feed 
America’s meat addiction. It’s time she 
woke up to the cruelty that she repre- 
sents.” — Robin Walker, after hitting the 
Pork Queen in the face with a pie. 


CUT TO THE QUICK— 

"We call her Pig Dog ’cause Cunt Bitch 
Whore takes too long.”— Larry Griffin on his 
boyfriends ex-wife. 

CLUTCH YOUR PEARLS... 

“There are many, many people of great 
affluence who are suffering great spiritual 
angst as they step over prone bodies.” — 
Robert Hayes, counsel to the Coalition for the 
Homeless on the plight of the rich. 

KEEP IT SIMPLE— 

“Considering the troubled times we are in, 
anything that is overdone is inappropriate.” 
— Lynn Wyatt. Houston socialite after 
spending $20,000 on a ball gown because its 
tartan plaid design “ makes it less formal. " 

LET THEM EAT CAKE— 

“I want to live like Marie Antoinette, and 
|’m going to. If you don’t like it, don t come 
over and don’t eat my croissant.” — Joan 
Rivers 

THE (LAMP)SHADE ACT... 

"It was a bit expensive, but you can t always 
throw a cheap party.”— Marvin Earl Lewis, 
the cheapskate 


588-2300 

Tony Wilkins 
Steve Freshwater 
Haki Madhubuti 
Margaret Burroughs 
Stephanie Coleman 
DeWayne A. Powell, Esq. 
Oprah Winfrey 
Eric Johnson 
Joseph Kennedy 
Johnnie Carson 
Effie Mae Randall van 
Buren 
Don King 
Don Cornelius 
Spike Lee 
Eddie Murphy 
Donald Trump 
Robert Williams 
Stephen Boykin/Johnny 
Washington 
Nancy Reagan 
Selma Soul 

Qlt With It! 

Get the Funk Out My Face 
Get Happy 
Get Lucky 
Get the Blues 
Got It Bad, and That Ain’t 
Good 

Get You Some business 


That’s My Mama 
111 Always Love My 
Momma 

Mamma, I Want to Sing 
Grandma’s Hands 
Come To Momma 
Throw Momma From The 
Train 

Mommie Dearest 
Mama’s Got a Brand New 
Bag 

Mother Said (There 11 Be 
Days Like This) 

My Momma Told Me (You 
Better Shop Around) 
Mama’s Family 
Mother of all Mothers 
Mother of God 
Mother Hum tree 
Mother Nature 
Mother Jefferson 
Mother Stevens 
Mother Wit 
Mother’s Milk 
Mama Cass 
The Mamas & Papas 
Mother, Jugs, & Speed 
Mother Jones 
Mamie Eisenhower 
Whistler’s Mother 
Mum’s the Word! 


St. Martin de Porres 
(formerly Mendel) 
The Bells of St. Mary’s 
Niki de Saint Phalle 
St. Louis Blues 

Blood Relations 

My Sister’s Circus 
My Father’s Glory 
My Grandmother’s 
Funeral 

My Mother’s Castle 
My Brother’s Keeper 
My Cousin’s Boyfriend 

Quite Contrary 

Proud Mary 
Mary Richards 
Mary Tyler-Moore 
Mother Mary 
Mary Wilson 
Mary Magdalene 
Mary Steenbergen 
Mary Steenberg 
Mary Jane 
Mary Jane Girls 
Don’t Try It, Mary! 

Mary McFadden 
Mary, Queen of Scots 
Marilu Henner 
Mary Lou Retton 


1 


Alicia Bridges 
Vanity 
Apolonia 
Nancy Sinatra 
Yoko Ono 
Morrissey 
Loose Joints 
Samantha Fox 
Jasmine Guy 
Zelma Davis 
Ultra Nate 
Edrienne Jett 
Rickie Lee Jones 

There Goes the 
Neighborhood 

Gladys Kravitz 
Mr. Bentley 
Mrs. Roper 
Millie Helper 
Mrs. Dr. Bellows 
Lovey Howell 
Clara/Aunt Bee 
any of the Martins 
Chuck Tyler 
Wilona Woods 
the Mertzs 
the Rubbles 
Mrs. Drysedale 
Rhoda Morgan stern 
Miriam Radkin 




Peter, Paul, & Mary 
Bells of St. Mary’s 
Miss Mary Mack 
Hail Mary 


Get on the Good Foot 
Get the Hell Out of Dodge 
Get A Life 
Get With It 
Get Over It 
Get Off 

Get It Goin’ On 
Get Loose 
Get Out 
Get Real 
Git out of Africa 

Yo, Mammal 

Mama Gave Birth To The 
Soul Children 
Mama Said Knock You 
Out 

Mama Used to Say 
Bad Mama Jama 
Big Bad Momma 
Mama Rose 
Mother Theresa 
Mother Popcorn 
Old Mother Hubbard 
Ma Rainey 
Ma Barker 
Ma Marton 
Mom’s Mabley 
Medea 

Mother Africa 
Give Moms Some Sugar 
I Love My Mama 
Mama Don’t 
Mammy’s little baby 
Mother Hale 
Mother may I? 


Mama Tish 
Mama Celeste 
Mama Wouldn’t Lie to You 
Mama Told Me Not to 
Come 

Mothership Connection 
Mother Lode 
Bebe’s Badass Kids 

Salntcerely 

Basil St. James 
Linda St. Sa£ns 
Saint-SaSns 
Santa Claus 
Simon Templar 
Octavia Saint Laurent 
Yves Saint Laurent 
Lili St. Cyr 
Bufify Saint Marie 
Boofy Saint Marie 
Giorgio di Saint Angelo 
Jill Saint John 
Eva Marie Saint 
Susan Saint James 
James St. James 
Sterling St. Jaques 
St. Christopher 
St. Francis Of Assisi 
St. Martin’s Press 
The Saint 
St. Mark’s Place 
St. Elizabeth’s 
St. Sabina 
St. Joan 


Lonely At the Top 

Mahogany 
Neely O’Hara 
Norma Desmond 
Donald Trump 
Mildred Pierce 
Scarlett O’Hara 
Erica Kane 
Adam Chandler 
Frankie Knuckles 
Michael Jackson 
Helen Lawson 
Eve Harrington 
The Rose 
LaVicomtesse de 
Larvetta Larvon 
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Tod Roulette: Earlier this week you addressed 
the Black gay vs. Gay black debate and said that 
it was a matter of semantics for you. Do you 
think a black gay identity is separate from a gay 
identity? 

Essex Hempbll: They are separate identities, but I 
guess the trick of it all is that one hopes to meld those 
identities into one being. It is a semantical debate for 
me when one positions gay black vs. black gay. I can 
go anywhere in the country and I'm going to be dealt 
with as a black man — whether I’m flaunting my 
faggotry or being discreet. The first thing they see is a 
black male, and that is constant and on-going confron- 
tation. Also, gay for me has always implied white and 
middle-class male, if you will, with a gay identity. I 
have found that I use 'gay' because it is expedient; 
because it is what popular culture uses to identify a 
homosexual. But, to the extent that I find affirmation 
for myself in that; affirmations for myself as a black 
man...that I don’t see a lot of. And thus I wonder if 
there isn't another word that would more aptly affirm 
not only our sexual, but our racial identity and heri- 
tage. Maybe it is a word that we have to put into being. 
TR: Where did all this activism and involvement 
in the black community come from? 

EH: I come from a family that participates in the 
community on both sides. So it’s natural that I would 
organize a fundraiser early on and participate in 
fundraisers for Al DS in the Washington area or gather 
artists together regardless of sexual identity to benefit 
a homeless shelter. An example of that would be me 
organizing some of my friends for a benefit in Wash- 
ington. We raised $500 and turned in ten cases of 
canned food. None of us had $500 in our individual 
pockets to give. But, if I can use my art to empower 
or aid causes I believe in I’ve always been willing to do 
that It just comes with the territory. But, there have 
been models for that There’s been a certain knowl- 
edge of giving back that’s been instilled in me by family 
and by extension black images that I’ve been able to 
vicariously have empower me. 

TR: Was there one significant event in your 
helping in the community while developing a 
sexual identity where you thought “Gee, it’s 
great to be here, but where is everyone like 
me— where are the black gay men and lesbian 
women?" 

EH:I guess early on I didn’t think about sexual identity 
being affirmed through representation of our own 
history. I know that there was sexual turmoil in all that 
because I was dating girls as a way of protecting myself 
from being identified as a faggot around the school. I 
made sure I had me a girlfriend, o.k.! I had a 
succession of them. But, it wasn’t until I become a 
young adult and living fully as a gay man with a lover 
and getting into my writing intensely that I began to 
come across transgressive sexual identities being 
speculated. Hughes was the first, then I discovered 
the Harlem Renaissance, Baldwin and now these 
times. 


TR: How old were you? 

EH: I was in my early 20’s — 23,24. And mind you the 
other gay identities I was getting were coming out of 
my relationship because my lover was a year older. 
He was out with his family. As well I was out with my 
family. And he was welcome at family gatherings and 
various family moments as my 'friend,' never as my 
‘lover’! The other affirmations I was getting was by 
reading work by Audre Lourde, Adrienne Riche, Jean 
Genet, Cavafy, Walt Whitman, Pasolini, Sappho. And 
the Beat poets were affirming other parts of my 
personality— outrageousness, irreverence. But, in 
terms of getting first hand black gay affirmations, they 
didn’t come fully until coming into an understanding of 
Baldwin’s work. And then making the connection 
from Hughes to Baldwin, Alain Locke to Countee 
Cullen, etc. to speculation around members of the 
Harlem Renaissance and their sexual identities. 

TR: So, this is where all this converges, the work 
you're doing now? 

EH: I like to put out there what’s not already out 
there. If I don’t hear it and I’m waiting to and no one’s 
saying it, then I’m going to have to say it o.k., If I can’t 
see it then I’m going to have to figure out some way to 
make it be seen. That’s how I started writing poems 
for twenty years now, in the beginning how important 
that would become for me. It is imperative for us to 
make up the evidence of us loving ourselves. So that 
that can be absorbed. We need to show, ourselves 
loving ourselves fiercely, even if we think or believe or 
fear that it is perhaps lacking right now. Begin to make 
it up and put it out It goes a long way to bringing that 
into actuality. Larry (Duckette) and I spoke this 
morning about some projects that we’d like to work 
on — the end result being an audio cassette the 
brothers could just pick up, because we’re all hungty. 
TR:That’s what I find so powerful about your 
work. It speaks so directly to me as a black gay 
man. And your putting it out there and doing it 
is so encouraging. 

EH: We need our 
own toys. It’s nice 
to be able to play 
nice with other 
people’s toys, but 
other people an be 
rude and say,”l 
don’t want to play 
with you anymore. 

What did Billie 
Holliday say? "God 

Bless the Child’’! We need publications like Thing, 
BIX, Other Countries , whatever it is. I published, pro- 
duced and did all the work on Earth Life and Conditions. 
I’ve seen Earth Life go into two printings and both sell 
out. There is never a publisher that an do anything to 
me now because I now know whenever I want to put 
my work out there, you Can’t tell me it’s not the right 
time. It frees you. You an walk with your head a little 
higher. My next book is being published by two black 


lesbians in England who have a press called "Urban 
Fox”. Their names are Maude Suiter and Lubaina 
Himid. They’re not even thirty yet, fierce women! 
The thing I’m loving about witnessing the younger 
people coming up is you all are some fierce people! 
But, Maude and Lubaina said very pointedly they not 
only wanted to publish the work of women, but men 
also. Which I think is a very necessary step in some 
ways for us to begin working more closely together. 
When I hear people in the community say 'It’s great 
that the men and women are finally coming together’ 
maybe I’ve been on another zone of consciousness, 
and I’m trying not to be cynical by that But, I have 
trouble adjusting when I hear that. It’s just a simple 
matter of respect. It’s not like my phone and address 
book is filled with only men’s names or to pull gather- 
ings together I invite only men. 

TR: That’s what I was going to ask. It seems that 
Craig Harris has a very conscious and theoretical 
approach to the inclusion of women-in terms of 
laying out practice, not being mysogynist or 
woman bashing. And it seemed to me that you 
didn't approach that. At least not in the formal 
way Craig Harris did and I didn't understand 
that. 

EH: I guess it’s just a matter of how one expresses 
profeminist theory definitely impacts, informs and 
continues to open my head. It’s not like I know 
everything. I’m still learning and understanding and 
making connections as well. But, for me it’s not that 
I have to theorize. I’m already living it, if you will. 
TR: It seems to me of course, that all of this is a 
great undertaking in terms of consciousness. Do 
you think this calls for support groups for black 
males, sort of like the women's movement ...con- 
sciousness raising? 

EH: Yes. It’s a necessary tool. And you have evidence 
of it around the country. You have GMAD (Gay Men 
of African Descent) in New York City. You have Black 


I met Essex Hemphill at the Randolph Street gallery. In one hour Hemphill’s 
friend and actor Larry Duckette would perform “So Many Dreams", Hemphill’s 
performance piece about being black and gay and the aspirations attached to 
being both. We settled into the basement dressing room for this interview after 
Hemphill spoke in a hushed tone that constantly made me aware of my own 
disquieting one. Having read most of his essays, social critiques and poems — 
all written within a black and/or gay context, I was eager to have this articulate 
voice flesh out some ideas for me. And Hemphill was ready. 


Gay Men United in Oakland. You have Unity and 
Adodi in Philadelphia. You have Black Men’s Network 
in Delaware. There are rumblings in D.C. now that a 
black gay men’s group is going to form. So I think now 
that we are witnessing perhaps largely in urban set- 
tings, but it’s a realization among all of us of how 
desperately we need to talk to one another. And how 
important and critical it is to be there for one another. 
TR: How do black gay men in predominately 
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“We need to show ourselves loving ourselves fiercely.” 


white organizations approach the issue of ethnic 
identity within a gay context? 

EH: I think in the instance that you find yourself the 
sole black or one of very few blacks in a predominately 
white organization, you should be very clear about 
why you are working with a given organization. What 
are your objectives? Areyougoingto have to bring the 
sensitivity to race, etc., to the agenda of the organiza- 
tion? And are you willing to take the additional effort? 
The question that circulates in my mind is if these 
organizations are really failing to address and speak to 
our needs or even confronting issues, is it not time for 
us to start forming our own organizations? It’s a 
question of how much educating do you feel like 
doing. And there may be some more critical issues 
that need to be dealt with and thus 
require you to find people of like 
mind to start your own organiza- 
tions. I think it’s a very valid thing to 
consider. And considering it in such 
a way that allows one to be free of 
criticism of separatism. That’s a 
part of self-empowerment, self- 
affirmation. 

TR&o what are some bask steps 
for groups to ensure they are all- 
inclusive of people of color? 

JO EHsWell, one of the things is: what 

are the objectives of the organiza- 
tions and how do those objectives 
impact on the various communities 
that you are striving to include. Then 
how do you engage members of 
those various communities in such a 
fashion that you are all able to give 
your best knowledge and energies to confronting the 
overall objectives. You can’t outreach assuming that 
everyone’s goingto read or hear your message on this 
one frequency. I think you have to play on several 
frequencies. If you don’t know those communities 
you need to have people from those communities 
engaged, respecting what they say will work. A part 
of me, admittedly has steered clear of any heavy group 
involvement. I’ve been a member of the National 
Coalition of Black Lesbians and Gays. I’ve been a 
member of various organizations in my life, but for the 
most part I guess my group experiences have oc- 
curred in the cultural context, the work that I do, 
performance arts. There are problems in our own 
communities that need to be addressed. Why can’t 
we start our own groups and do our own addressing? 
There are ways we can work in tandem with other 
organizations on other issues that are on our agendas 
as well as theirs. As opposed to some of the frustra- 
tion and anger that seems to swirl around trying to 
bend an organization that does not want to bend. 
There’s nothingthat says they absolutely have to. You 
have an option to start your own group, it would be 
different if those options weren't there. I mean I don't 
expect ACT UP and Queer Nation to march in the 


neighborhoods that I know against the drugs that are 
in those communities. But, as a black gay man I feel 
like something needs to be done in those communi- 
ties. So if I connect with other black people to address 
my community, then I’m all for that. And it’s not as if 
they (ACT UP and Queer Nation) don’t have my 
support as a gay man and that we can’t work together 
when our goals are parallel, but I have to take care of 
home. 

As an example, Charles Hart heads an AIDS care 
giving organization in Philadelphia which services 
largely black men and men of color. He said when 
they come to the center HIV-positive and/or AIDS 
complicative that's not the priority. Number one, he 
needs an education, he needs a job, he needs a place 



to live, he needs, he needs.Jt’s not like you have men 
coming to the center who are well placed, well- 
educated. You’ve got men coming in from the edges 
of our society to begin with, so the work to do is not 
only saving lives or prolonging lives, but getting them 
some of the things that they need. Those are some of 
the issues you have to be sensitive to when you’re 
talking about an organization that’s going to be sensi- 
tive to different communities. 

TR: What do you say to blacks who don’t feel 
comfortable with your vision of coming home to 
the black community? Like your character in “A 
Tomb of Sorrow” who dreams about razor 
blades slicing away his dark skin? So when we 
talk about coming out, coming out is not a 
problem, but coming home is. 

EH: Well, if we don't come home where do we go? That 
would be my question. And can we really sit back and 
let our communities go to hell; can we really allow our 
sexuality to create that much distance? For instance, 
some of my experiences in Washington D.C. I was 
goingto rehearsal two summers ago. We walked into 
our rehearsal space in Northeast Washington in a 
black neighborhood. The minute we walked in the 


door we heard 'pow, pow.pow’. I ran upstairs and 
looked out the window. Gunfire in the air and I’m 
looking out the window, o.k.! I told my friend 'I think 
somebody got shot.” Then the neighborhood got 
quiet for like a second. Then you heard a woman 
scream. It started real low and sailed up over the roof 
tops and everything. You just heard this long scream. 

I said we have to go see what’s wrong, there was no 
phone so we couldn’t call the police. I ran out. By this 
point other people were coming out and running. I 
got up to the comer and what did I see... a car with 
both the front doors open. One black male is slumped 
over to the driver’s side. The other black male in the 
driver’s seat is slumped hanging out of the car. Blood 
is everywhere. This is my day to day reality. That’s 
why I have a problem with 
people saying 'you can’t say it 
like that’. Well then you make 
the life of my people something 
else so I won’t have to write 
this. So for that reason I just 
can’t sit back. That’s what I 
mean about coming home. My 
sexuality isn’t so big athing that 
it’s going to overwhelm my 
desire to see us live and sur- 
vive. 

TR: In ten years where 
would you like to find black 
gays and lesbians in terms of 
becoming part of the black 
community? 

I would love to see us black gay 
men and black lesbians more 
openly and actively involved in 
programs that serve our community that raise our 
community to a consciousness of empowerment. Be 
that we are volunteers in literacy programs — I mean 
openly, be it that we start up programs to serve the 
community. I'd love to see us be able to some in and 
work as we are. And if they know it, fine but it isn’t my 
gay ness alone necessarily that is being brought to you. 
It’s my intelligence, my love for black people, for the 
black community. That’s what I bring. That’s what I 
have to offer. I believe eve7body has a little that they 
can offer. It’s not only for people who are in the 
‘limelight’. That’s one kind of work that’s being done. 
But, it’s that kind of unspoken work that black gays 
and lesbians find supporting our families. I’d like to see 
a consciousness about that. Not just a theoretical 
consciousness, but a consciousness that moves from 
being identified theoretically and developed, but to a 
state of action. Without being condescending toward 
our community and without accepting condescension 
of ourselves, but coming in as equal members of our 
community. Because the thing about it is, we have 
something to bring and to give to home. I think I can 
say for all of us our homes are important for us. It all 
begins at home. ▼ 


Larry Duckette and Essex Hemphill backstage at Randolph Street Gallery. Photo Tod Roulette. 
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John Smith: How long were you in Chicago? 

Lypsinka: Only two nights, unfortunately. 

JS: Did you have an opportunity to do anything? 
L I’ve been to Chicago many times, but only in 
February. I used to come with the American Ballet 
Theatre. 

JS: You were their rehearsal pianist. Are you 
still doing that? 

L: (emphatically) No! 

JS: So you devote all your time to performing? 
L Yes, it’s much more emotionally rewarding to 
perform and meet interesting people than to be the 
lowest person on the totem pole. 

JS: I certainly imagine Lypsinka doesn’t like 
being the lowest person on the totem pole. You 
bring an incredible intensity to your perfor- 
mance. Does it take you long to get into that 
character? 

L: Oh no, I’ve never had any trouble. I just do it 
JS: How about coming out of the character? 

L I have no trouble with that either. I can’t wait to 
get out of that stuff. 

JS: I’ve read that you are from Jackson, Missis- 
sippi. 

L Actually I’m from Hazelhurst, Mississippi. 

JS: Is Jackson the nearest hotspot? 

L Well, if there is one. 

JS: Those drag queens you wrote about in My 
Comrade sound interesting. 

L That was the I970’s. I don’t think they’ve pro- 
gressed much... in fact, they’ve probably regressed. 
JS: They remind me of drag queens I knew in the 
70*s from Paducah, Kentucky, who drove pick- 
up trucks with shotguns in the back window. 

L Like most ail the rest of the entertainment histoty 
in the world, those Southern drag queens got stale. In 
the 70’s everything was a lot more interesting. At the 
time, people were saying, “Oh, movies are over,” but 
when you look back, they were a lot more interesting 
than what’s going on now. 

JS: I hate people who trash 70’s culture. Do you 
consider that your formative period? 

L: My formative period started the day I was born. 
But the 70’s were a much more liberal era, looking 
back one can see what an exciting time it was. 

JS: Do you refer to yourself as a drag queen, 
actor, female impersonator... How do you pre- 


“Yes, the face must be 


drag/dub scene? 

L No, I came to New York as green as they come. 
JS: Had you been before? 

L I had been three years earlier with my mother 
when all I did was see Broadway show after Broadway 
show. In the summer of 1 978, 1 finally said I’m ready 
to move. 

JS: After that first trip, was every minute of your 
life devoted to finding a way to get there? 

L: (Laughing) Yes. There actually was one other time 
I tried to move but I keep forgetting about it, it was 
really a bad scene. It didn’t work out. 

JS: But you got there? 

L For about six weeks. The second time it took. It 
was LA or New York and in Mississippi you have to 
drive a car and mine kept breaking down, so I decided 
that NewYork was the place. Plus theater is easier to 
break into than film. 

JS: In the 70’s were you aware of 
performers like Charles Ludlam 
and the Ridiculous Theatre 
Company? Did that intrigue 
you? 

L It definitely intrigued me. I 
didn’t set out to become a drag 
performer by moving to New 
York, but it was always in the back 
of my mind that it was something I 
could try. I certainly was fasci- 
nated by him (Ludlam) and 
by Holly Woodlawn, 

Charles Pierce and Di- 
vine. But I had only read 
about these people. I 
had never seen them 
do anything. There 
used to be a magazine 
called After Dark, you 
couldn’t even get it 
in Mississippi; you 
had to drive to 
New Orleans. 

JS: Do you think 
growing up in that 
kind of isolation 
helped your person- 
ality ferment? 
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fer to be characterized? 

L I consider myself an actor playing a female role. 
JS: Do you feel you have a range that could go 
beyond Lypsinka? 

L: Oh, yes. But this is what has caught on with the 
public. 

JS: With good reason. Were the people you 
knew when you came to New York part of the 



I’ve sacrificed a great deal of my personal life. I haven’t 
seen my family in one and a half years. 

JS: You’ve been performing Lypsinka for one 
and a half years? 

L I had a long stagnant period for about a year, but 
about nine months ago I came out here and had a huge 
success around Thanksgiving. 

JS: Was that the club act or your play, “I Could 
Go On Lip-Synching?” 

L It was the show I’m doing now. It's called 'The 
Fabulous Lypsinka Show," and it’s a cabaret act. And 
then I went to LA with it and came back here 
immediately and had an even bigger success. And in 
the meantime, "I Could Go On Lip-Synching” had 
been in negotiations for about two years to open in 
LA and it finally did in March of this year. I did four 
months there which brings us up to the Chicago show 
and now I’m in California again. 

JS: When do you go back to New York? 

I’m going back mid-August and might be 
performing at the Ballroom in the last two 
weeks of August The Ballroom is a high- 
profile cabaret where Peggy Lee, Eartha 
Kitt, Rosemary Clooney, Julie Wilson, and 
people like that perform. 

JS: That’s quite a legacy. Are those 
people you admire, cabaret perform- 
or are you drawn more to the 
larger-than-life Ethel 
Merman types? 

L I admire them all. 

JS: Do you have any spe- 
cific idols or influences? 
U Dolores Grey, who is 
really the emotional pro- 
totype of Lypsinka. She 
made a few films at MGM 
, in the 50’s, that can be 
^ rented. “The Opposite 
Sex,” was one, “It’s Al- 


L Well, when you can’t get 
that kind of gratification, you 
become obsessive about it, and 
then obsession turns into a career. 

JS: Are you obsessed with your 
career? 

L: I don’t know if I’m obsessed, but I 
spend most of my time dealing with it 


ways Fair Weather”, 
was another, “Kismet,” 
and “Designing 
Woman” 

JS: What charac- 
ter is she in 
“Designing 
Woman?” 

L She's the 
television star that Gregory Peck leaves 
for Lauren Bacall. 

JS: Who is another? 

L Kay Thompson. She was in the 
movie “Funny Face” with Audrey 
Hepburn and Fred Astaire. She does 
the number 'Think Pink.” 

JS: That’s a great production num- 
ber. Have you ever done that? 

L No, not the whole things, but bits of 
it. She’s still alive, but she doesn’t do 


Lypsinka in performance at the Vortex in Chicago. Photo Scott Free. 
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anything. She wrote the “Elotse** books about the she came out with “Vogue,” I thought, “Well vogueing JS: I have no doubt about that I want to know 
little girl who lives at the Plaza Hotel. She was also a has already had its day in the underground in New about the Temptations number you did at the 
great arranger and idea person at MGM. She was Judy York,” but when I saw the video I realized this was Vortex. People were really thrown off by that 
Garland’s vocal coach and she’s Liza’s godmother, something; plus the song is really catchy. Last year L (Laughing) Yes, but they started rocking out 
She had quite an amazing career. when she did it on MTV Awards, that style of move- JS: That and “The Telephone" piece. Did that 

JS: Have you met her? ment she was doing... I’ve seen dancers at the Ameri- just come to you one day when your own phone 

L No, she’s not meetable. She's a recluse. I do have can Ballet Theatre try to do, but she had all the had been ringing off the hook? 
her address and telephone number. Carol Burnett is subtleties of the way people moved during the Marie L Actually, I just realized that I had all these record- 
also one of my idols. Antoinette era. I was so impressed with her dancing, ings about telephone stuff. 

JS: That I can really see in the physical quality of plus she was fun. I had never seen her be funny before. JS: It's a remarkable archive of materiaL 
your performance. Have you had any profes- So there was some interest on my part. When she L A lot of stuff you saw wasn’t originally part of 
sional dance training? Your body is so expres- came to the show, I thought, “Oh, isn’t this great? the’TheTelephone” number. The stuff I originally did 
sive. Here’s Madonna.” We met afterwards and she was was like “Telephone Lover” that Connie Francis did, 

L I have had some. I started too late to be a real very nice. A couple of days later, I got a phone call then I began to realize that you can just take anything 
dancer, but that is really what I’ve become. As we’re from our mutual friend telling me Madonna wanted and make a sample of it. The telephone is a universal 
speaking I have ice on my knees, because they hurt so me to perform at her Christmas party, which was the thing that drives evetyone crazy, evetyone an relate 
bad. So I guess I’m a dancer. next day. I said that would be great and I would love to it 

JS: I was watching you perform on a Wigstock to come to the party, but I can’t perform unless she's JS: Does it continue to evolve? 
video the other night There were doseups of going to pull it together. I need a stage, I need lights, L I play around with it It’s what people remember 
your face which were remarkable. Extremely I need sound. I an’t just show up and do a show. So most about me. What people always comment on 
expressive. he said, “Well, if she still wants you, she’ll call you first 

L Yes, the face must be worked. herself,” and she didn’t call. JS: What a trademark. I've 'always wanted to 

JS: Do you practice in front of a mirror? The people who were planning to produce “I answer the phone saying, “Why don't you die?" 

L Yes, but if you saw me off stage you wouldn’t even Could Go On Lip-Synching,” were coming to see the L When I start to analyze why this character is so 
know it was the same person. abaret act every night bringing potential investors appealing to people it’s beause it’s like early Bette 

JS: Do people treat you differently than they do and they knew Madonna had been there. One of Midler, who says things everyone wants to see but 
when you are Lypsinka? them worked for Propaganda Films which produced propriety and society keeps them from saying. 

L People naturally treat a man in a dress differently ‘Truth or Dare,” and he got in touch with her and said JS: Is Lypsinka that character foryou? Do you do 
than they do when you’re not in a dress. I’m also wewantto send a prospectus. About two weeks later and say things as Lypsinka that John Epperson 
treated differently when someone meets me and they I got a call in New York saying Madonna is an investor, wouldn’t say? 
find out who I am. She also did a photo session with me. L It’s definitely a atharsis. 

JS: Do you find any resistance in the gay commu- JS: Do you find that there's a difference between JS: Do you feel that it's revenge? 
nity to drag queens? It seems there has been a the crowd that comes to see you on the East and L I’ve gotten a form of revenge. When I was growing 
great rediscovery of the importance of drag. the West coasts, or the Midwest. Do they have upjwasamisfitinasmalltownwhenpeoplemadefun 
L There is definately something going on, enabling it different expectations? of me and I 've taken my misfitness and turned it into 

to be accepted as a mainstream art form. It’s been L Well, San Francisco and New York audiences are a career and ended up in the pages of People magazine 
going on for quite awhile now and you would have very much the same. with the most famous woman in the world. How 

thought it would have run its course. JS: In Chicago, I think you were an unknown many people in my hometown got to do this? 

JS: Do you see the opportunity to continue what quantity to many of the people at the Vortex, JS: And the people in Hazlehurst knew that was 
you're doing for quite some time? they weren't at all sure what to expect. you? 

L I certainly see the possibility. I don’t know if the L While I was onstage, looking at the audience I could L Oh they knew. 

people who can help me maintain that do. I’ve had see in many of the faces that they were thinking, JS: That's a great kind of revenge. Does it 
some interest from TV and film people. That would “What is it?” It is always much more gratifying when botheryou when someone like Sandra Bernhard 
be the best test on whether or not this would go they get obscure references, but, to their credit, that capitafizes on the drag queeen tradition? 
mainstream. audience paid attention. They may not have under- li No, we’re fellow postmodernists and iconogra- 

JS: Are you getting backing from Madonna? stood everything, but they did pay attention, espe- phers. 

L I am getting backing from her, yes. dally down front. JS: I love hearing you refer to yourself as a 

JS: How did this come about? JS: I was in the back and you certainly had no postmodernist, because that was one of my first 

L: She came to see ‘The Fabulous Lypsinka Show,” problem projecting that far. Do you prefer a impressions of you. 

when I was doing it in LA, around Christmas time, theater to working in a dub like the Vortex? L Well, it had to be explained to me. I always just 
Sandra Bernhardt wanted to come because Isaac L Yes, when people are sitting down they have a called myself a nostalagia buff, but beause people 
Mizrahi had been telling her about me, and she never longer and better attention span. expect meto analyze myself more readily, I’ve learned 

had a chance. She was in town and so was I. A friend JS: You've said that drag, or playing a female what postmoderism is. 
of mine who knows Alek Keshishian said he should go role isn't all you can do. But do you think that lip- JS: You also said that you are very serious about 
see the show, so between the two of them, it just fell synching gives you a freedom you might not not being serious. 

into place that Madonna would come see it otherwise have? L» Well, a lot of people think I’m boring beause I 

JS: Had you been a fan of Madonna? L Lip-synching gives me freedom to move more, don’t go out every night, but I don’t want to go to 

L Frankly, not really. The only thing she had done That’s the reason Madonna lip-synchs on stage. She’s another smoky bar. After a show, I want to go soak 
before "Vogue” that interested me was the “Material dancing her butt off. But I do plan to get away from lip- in a hot tub somewhere. ▼ 

Girl” video beause it was a clever take on the synching, but not give up the name Lypsinka... I have 
“Diamonds Are A Girl’s Best Friend” number. When a whole, elaborate plan. 
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INTERVIEW 


BILL COLEMAN 



Musicians, singers, dancers, models, and lip-synchers are the visible members of the music 
community. Invisible to most are those behind the scenes responsible for everything else (besides 
the music) it takes to make a hit record. Promoters, producers, critics, publicisits, and a host of 
other “hooker-uppers” feed the pop music machine with their efforts. Bill Coleman is at the 
forefront of the dance music underground, managing and advising the careers of many talented 
artists. His Peace Bisquit Productions has had a hand in the successes of Deee-Lite, Ultra Nate, 
Basscut, and ESG. His column for Paper magazine is a lively run down of the best new music. And 
he's even got a few remixes under his belt. Bill Coleman is fierce, don’t you understand!! 


Robert Ford: Let’s start with the basic stuff, like 
when and where were you bom, and your zodiac 
sign and all that 

till Coleman: I'm a single Aries male, born in 1 965 in 
Poughkeepsie, New York, which is in the Hudson 
Valley. I grew up in the Hudson Valley as well, and 
went to college there. 

IF: What made you target the music industry? 
Were you always musical? 

RC: Always. For as long as I can remember I’ve been 
entrenched in music. My mother has memories of me 
hoisting myself up onto the phonograph and watching 
the record go around. I was two or three. Ever since 
I was little. I’ve been fascinated by music. I would get 
really upset when they’d release the wrong singles off 
albums. I was like, “Why didn’t they release that Chic 
song instead of what they did?” My parents used to 
forbid me from bringing records into the house. I used 
to work at a record store and spent all of my money 
on records. I had to leave them in the garage and 
sneak them in while they were asleep. 

RF: Do you pby any music at all? 

RC: I fool around on keyboards and stuff. I’ve done 
four remixes so far in my lifetime 
RF: What’s your DJ history? 

1C: I started in high school, playing for school dances. 
Then when I went to college there was a club called 
Bertie’s which was basically atop40 club, and I started 
what I considered an alternative night there. And to 
me alternative meant anything the other DJs weren’t 
playing. I would pby anything from Dead Kennedys 
and Nina Hagen and Sex Pistols to go-go and the latest 
Liz Torres and house stufL.New Order and Propa- 
ganda and Grace Jones and Gwen Guthrie a mix of a 
whole bunch of really eclectic things that I really liked 
and always loved to hear in a club. I really liked all 
different types of music. You could never go any- 
where and hear a span of music. It was always like one 
type of music, and I hated that That was back in '84. 

I DJ’d there until I moved to New York in '87. When 
I moved here I didn’t really DJ regularly because, one: 
there wasn’t a place I really wanted to do; and two: 
it was ve 7 difficult to get a DJ job here. So, I would 
just do parties for people, and lately I’ve been guest- 
spotting at the Pyramid in the downstairs lounge for 
Channel 69 night. 

RF: How did you get hooked up with Billboard at 
such a tender age? 

1C: Well, let’s see... I graduated college in 86, and that 
fall I started at Billboard. During my college years I had 
done internships at Island Records and a local AOR 
station and was also DJingand also worked in a record 
store ordering stock and stuff. I had a lot of music- 
related things on my resume. I sent out resumes 
to all these record companies and got a couple of 
rejection letters and quite a few 'no replies'. And 
one day I was reading Billboard and I thought “I’m just 
gonna send my resume to everybody on the masthead 
and somebody’s gotta call me back," and somebody 
did. They gave me this job as Territorial Rights Project 


Coordinator. I started in November of '86, and by 
May of '87 1 had started helping out the chart manag- 
ers, and people saw that I knew a lot about different 
kinds of music, and they offered me the singles review 
position to review all the singles in the magazine. I had 
written a music column in college and in high school, 
so I had the writing experience. And it worked out 
pretty well. That summer, Brian Chin, who wrote the 
dance column, was leaving, and they wanted to keep 
it in-house which would also save them a salary. They 
were paying me beans at the time. So they offered me 
that job. By the end of October '87 1 was a singles 
reviewer and dance music editor. I had only been 
there about ayear. From '87 until last year I was doing 
that 

RF: What was behind you leaving Billboard! 

RC: I was getting really bored. I’m the type of person 
where I’d just really rather leave when people still like 
the column and really enjoy what I am writing as 
opposed to waiting until how I was feeling started 
reflecting in my writing, and people would say “What 
is he talking about? His writing's gotten really stale.” 
People said that as it was already. 

RF: I always liked your Billboard column. It 
always had a good mix between dance stuff and 
more do.r. releases. 

RC: Yeah, well, I really like those two types of music. 

I used to get, “You never write about hi-NRG.” And 
I’m like, ‘Well, I write a little bit about it,” but I 
admittedly say that I do not get hi-NRG music. I’m 
sorry, but Fun Fun is not really exciting. Basically, I got 
really, really bored writing every week, having that 
weekly deadline. Feeling so overwhelmed by the 
amount of records that were coming out that I wasn’t 
really enjoying what I was listening to. And so, you 
know, for me it’s not about just being in a powerful 
position, it’s more about being happy with what I’m 
doing, and feeling I’m doing the best that I can. 

RF: Did you get labels courting you for chart 
positions or good reviews while you were at 
Billboard! 

RC: I basically built my reputation on no bullshit Do 
not call me and hype me on a record if you know I’m 
not gonna like it, or if you know that it's bullshit. I did 
not cater to that kind of stuff. And luckily for me, a lot 
of times I would write about things that months later 
would become hits, and people really started to trust 
my ears. So they didn’t feel the need to hype me on 
the new Debbie Gibson or Cher or whatever, be- 
cause it would be a waste of time. I built my reputation 
on dealing with people on a very honest level. I’m very, 
very fair. One of the things I do miss about the job is 
the initial immediacy of seeing the reaction to what I 

by Robert Ford 

wrote a week or two later. To bring a record to 
peoples' attention that they wouldn’t otherwise pay 
much attention to, stuff that was on independent 
labels. That I really do miss a lot, because I was 


instrumental in a lot of records at least getting into 
view. When like, MC 900 Foot Jesus sends me a card 
saying, “Thanks for writing about my record,” and 
Nettwerk picks them up because of the review, that’s 
really cool. I get really excited about things like that 
Cause that’s what it’s about. What’s the point of being 
in a position of power or any kind of influence if you 
don’t use it in a positive way, in a way that’s gonna 
educate people. As far as what I’m doing now, I think 
it’s been very difficult and very often I have to keep 
reminding myself why I’m doingthis and why I’m here. 
And it’s to be influential in these people’s careers, to 
help bring their music across. We all could use some 
positive reinforcement And it’s like the complete 
opposite of what I was doing before where I write 
about it and I get the reaction a week or two later. 
Now, I’m waiting a year for a project to come out. Or 
having to badger a record company to get the point. 
"Ultra Nate is fierce, don’t you understand?!” You 
know, that kind of thing. It can be so draining. But at 
the same time, I’m in a position where people will 
listen to what I say for the most part. I. can at least take 
someone like Ultra and bring her out of the level of 
“Wow, she’s the girl with the cool 1 2" cover." That’s 
kind of how I see where I fit into the puzzle of things. 
To help bridge things, being black, beinggay, and tying 
all that stuff together, where as a lot of people either 
won’t because they have no interest to or don’t 
because they don’t see it as necessary. To me, those 
things are really important To tie everything all up. 
Because it’s all connected. I don't know if that makes 
any sense. 

RF: No, no, it makes perfect sense. About being 
out in what's still a very closeted industry, how 
do you see that personally. Of course it's politi- 
cally correct to be out, but do you see it as a 
responsibility of yours? 

RC: I don’t really think in terms of being politically 
correct, I just think of things as how I feel and how 
things should be. Of course we should advertise in 
Thing and Fertile Latoyah Jackson because the people 
who read those magazines are the people who are 
gonna get the point. To me, it’s just common sense. 
It’s what we should be doing. You know, I’m just who 
I am, and luckily for me in a very short period of time 
I’ve gone from somebody that used to work in a 
record store to someone whom many people in the 
music industry respect for his opinion. Basically, when 
you’re talking music business that cuts through any- 
thing. Bill can walk into the office or talk to the 
president of Charisma records and it has absolutely 
nothing to do with “He’s got blonde hair this week,” 
or “He talks with a lisp,” or whatever. The point of the 
matter is that “I respect his opinion,” and it’s 
automatically just like "boom!...” 

RF: ...knocks down the barriers. 

RC: Completely. Because it’s like, “this is someone 
whose opinion I respect.” 

RF: Do you think your attitude about being out 
would be different if you weren't so “behind the 


scenes?” I mean, except for Erasure and Jimmy 
Somme rville and a handful of others, we still 
aren’t seeing performing artists who are out It 
seems like David Geffen can do it because he’s 
behind the scenes. If he was a recording artist 
rather than an executive producer, he might not 
have made the decision to blab it all to Vanity 
Fair. 

BC: I think that a lot has to do with... That’s a hard one. 
Someone like Jimmy Sommerville, Polygram just did 
not know how to market that record. I loved that 
record, and I thought it was a really good album, but 
why release "You Make Me Feel (Mighty Real)” as the 
first single? It doesn’t make sense. It’s like, “Alright, 
let’s kill the project from the get go.” Whose decision- 
making was that? With Erasure as well, there are some 
really bad marketing decisions. As far as trying to get 
them into the mainstream. Getting them in the 
mainstream wouldn’t be a problem if people thought 
the project through. And it’s not like, “Well, what are 
we doing here?” 

There’s so many people who, everybody knows they’ re 
gay anyway, that they might as well be open about it. 

I don’t understand why they’re not freer about it. It's 
basically a reflection on society. I see the world 
regressing at an alarming rate. America is really 
homophobic, very racist as well. I'm not surprised. It’s 
1 99 1 and I still can’t catch a cab, so I’m not surprised 
that someone’s not screamin’ on a video on MTV, “I’m 
queer!” 

RF: Do you think that dance music has any power 
to eradicate that? Disco is still identified as 
“gay” music, yet it’s gaining more mainstream 
acceptance. 

BC: Dance music has the power to do a lot of things. 
Whether its gonna do it or not, I have my speculations. 
At the moment, I feel we’re back where we were, as 
far as the industry repeating itself, in 1 979. The term 
House might as well be Disco, the way people throw 
it around. I feel we’re basically in the same position, 
where dance music makes record companies money, 
therefore they’re willing to invest in it But, whether 
or not the people who are making the music will use 
that music as a way of opening peoples’ eyes to a 
lifestyle or correcting some wrong visions of the clubs 
or the scene, I don't see people doing that very often. 
Dance music now is a ...I’m disappointed really. I think 
there’s a lot of trash out there, there’s a lot of fodder 
and there’s a lot of money being spent on songs rather 
than on developing acts, which is the same problem 
that we had with disco ten years ago. No acts being 
developed, it’s all about a track, or a song, and one-hit 
wonders. You’d think that it’s only been ten years, 
that people would learn from the first time around. 
And it’s just not happening. 

It’s great that the C+C Music Factory sold three 
million copies, but do I really think we’re gonna be 
seeing Zelma Davis ten years from now? With all due 
respect to Robert (Civil lies) and David (Cole), I love 
them dearly, but it’s like “C’mon guys!” That makes 


me really, really upset. That million dollars... I could 
use a couple thousand of to get Ultra off the ground, 
someone who can sing and perform. 

RF: Someone who wasn’t put together by a 
corporate hit machine. 

BC: The money’s being spent for MTV-marketable 
acts. And MTV-marketable acts are probably not 
going to stand up and say “Hey, more power to the 
people who make the music, and respect us or 
whoever as they are. This is the deal.” I don’t see that 
happening. 

RF: I’ll be curious to see how Virgin markets 
Frankie Knuckles the recording artist, if they 
put him with a girl in the video. 

BC: I hate that. That drives me up a wall. It’s an insult 
to the intelligence. It’s like, “Could we give the human 
race a little credit, please?” You'd think so, but it's, 
“We’ve got to appeal to this market, here in middle 
America. If we get them, we're home free!” And 
that’s basically what it is. You work from the fringes 
to the middle of the country, and as soon as the 
middle of the country gets it.. you need a hundred- 
thousand dollar video? You got it. You need promo- 
tion? You got it. You want a band and tour support? 
RF: You got it 

BC: That’s basically the way it works. And to me, 
being on this end of the business, I have learned so 
much about why I hate record company people. 
What it boils down to is someone sits behind a desk 
and says, "You can beastar. . .You can wait a minute. . .1 
don’t get you... Maybe we’ll try you out...” That’s 
what it amounts to. To me, that gets so depressing 
cause it has nothing to do with the music. It’s basically 
about marketability. Can you get that quick buck? It 
has nothing to do with developing acts. And if you find 
a record company that's willing to do that, you're 
lucky. We were really lucky with Elektra and Deee- 
Lite. They were willing to take a chance. They didn’t 
believe it in the beginning, but they came around to it 
very well, and I take my hats off to them. Of course, 
they kind of lost the ball after the first single, but that’s 
another story. But the fact that they took a chance , 
and were willing to listen to the band’s ideas and 
translate that. They were like, “O.K. We’ll give you 
the money for a good video, give you the money for 
promotion, give you the money for advertising, give 
you the money for tour support, and it paid off. 

RF: I was really glad to see them make it as big 
as they did coming out of a real underground 
scene without diluting it for the MTV crowd. 
Selling MTV Deee-Lite’s bill of goods. 

BC: But see, that’s the rare occurrence. What I’ve 
learned is you have to make it happen around the 
record company. Have people go to the record 
company and say “Hey, you’ve got this really cool 
record” and the company goes “Oh, we do?" And 
then they wake up. Maybe we do have something 
here. That’s the approach I’m taking with Ultra Nate. 
I can’t wait for all of Warner Brothers — not just the 
dance division — to get the point. 
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“There’s nothing like that rush when you hear something 


Everything ends up getting determined by chart num- 
bers. If you have a top five dance record, then you’re 
privy to being serviced to radio. Gee, thanks! The last 
(Ultra Nat6) single, “Is It Love,” I thought was a big top 
ten pop record. I’m still convinced that it's a hit pop 
record. Or a hit “mass appeal” record, cause I hate 
the term pop. “Is It Love” is so catchy, and her voice 
sounds great, and it’s cool sounding, and the fact that 
it did not do well on the charts — made up of a 
hundred DJs in the entire countty— shows it didn’t 
get the attention it deserved. There’s a video which 
no one has seen, very few people have seen it. 

RF: I haven't seen it 

BC Exactly. Why did we waste forty thousand dollars 
to do the video if it’s not gonna get serviced. I call the 
video guy at Warner Brothers and he’s like, “Ultra 
Who?” Great! 

That’s the thing that fuels my fire for trying to make 
Ultra, or Deee-Lite or Basscut or whomever happen, 
that there are so many people m the positions of 
power who don’t get the point They don’t get it. I’m 
very fortunate that I do, or at least I think I do. To help 
bring that out from the clouds, out to the people. 
There are a lot of people that would really get into this. 
That’s how I see I fit into the whole thing. 

RF: Were you on any of the New Music Seminar 
panels this year? 

RC: I was on the management panel. I really don’t 
participate too much —even when I was at Billboard, 
I’d go to the panels, write what I had to. But those 
situations' make me really nervous. Being around a 
bunch of people, and you’re trying to have a conver- 
sation and someone taps you on the shoulder. It’s not 
very productive. What’s the point? I don’t get real 
gung-ho about it. It ends up being a bt of opportuni- 
ties missed. There are people I would bve to have 
quality time with and you don’t get to do it. I think they 
should scrap the panels, make it a big bar for six or 
seven hours a day. Drop the pretense that we’re all 
learning something. It’s all basically social. 

RF: New Music Party. 

RC: You’d probably get more done. At the panels they 
say the same stupid things every year. One of my 
frustratbns when I used to moderate these panels 
was that people ask the same stupid questions. The 
same answers. They obvbusly didn’t learn it the year 
before. And then, Farley gets up and tells us that 
house music started in Chicago. Thank you and have 
a nice day. So, I just stay in my office and then go out 
to the clubs and see people. 

RF: I heard you participated in the Old Music 
Seminar.* 

RC: You guys keep tabs! 

RF: We read a lot! 

RC: I guess so! That was fun. That’sJohnnyDynelland 
Chi-Chi Valenti. Their tribute to the New Music 
Seminar which was quite lovely. 

RF: I'm sure it was more fun than the real thing. 
RC: It was great! Aurthur Baker was there. The 
Basement Boys, and a bunch of drag queens. 


RF: How do you compare doing business here 
and the U.K.? 

RC: Well it depends on the label. Each one is different. 

I have grievances with all the labels I worked with, 
actually. And they probably have grievances with me. 
They’re all run really differently. 

RF: It seems that the UK labels understand US 
dance music better than we do? 

RC: I think the UK is much more open to dance music 
in general. They're definitely more open to the artists. 
Dance music is revered there. But real soulful music 
still has a hard time getting on the charts there. A bt 
of the dance stuff that does happen is very techno, 
housey kind of thing. People like Ultra, or their own 
Mica Paris or Imaginatbn or Loose Ends are usually 
mid-charting, kinda happening but not really explod- 
ing. The Black soul music over there doesn’t really do 
well on the charts. I don’t know why. 

RF: It must do better than it does over here. 

RC: Sometimes, but not necessarily. It depends on the 
artist, it depends on the label, there are so many 
different factors which play into it. It boks like I’m 
gonna be consulting this project for FFRR. Do you 
remember Carlton? He had a single out a year or two 
ago. He also released a single in the U.K. He’s black, 
and he’s gay. They’re gonna release the project here. 
The label doesn’t know what to do with him. His 
music is very cool. Very cool. Downtempo and 
moody. Almost reggae-ish but beyond that He's a 
great songwriter and he didn’t make it in his home- 
land. He’s got this falsetto and deserved to be major 
over there and it didn’t happen. So they don’t always 
get it But hopefully people will get it here and it will 
bounce back over there. But you never know. There 
are so many factors that play into a record being 
successful or not successful. I understand so much 
now why so many records that I love did not happen. 
RF: Who's out there now that you wish was a 
Peace Bisquit artist? 

RC: I’m really happy with the people that I have. I’m 
excited about the acts that I’m working with. I think 
Ultra’s really fierce and Basscut comes from a com- 
pletelydifferenthead,notreallyadanceband. They’re 
a Eurythmics type act. It doesn’t sound like anything 
that I’ve ever heard before. 

RF: Those are the best releases. 

RC: They’re the best releases from an artistic stand- 
point, but at the same time trying to convince the 
record company that this is a really cool record can be 
one of the most frustrating things. 

I'm good friends with John Marsh from The Bebved 
and we’ve talked about working together on their 
next project. And there’s a new group in the UK that 
are so fierce, D-Influence. They’re signed to East/ 
West records. They’re a cross between Sade and The 
Chimes. 

RF: Sounds Tike there's some great stuff to look 
forward to hearing. 

RC: That’s one of the things I really bve about music. 
There’s always something out there that you either 


never heard or that you’re gonna hear. It amazes me 
at times. There’s nothing like that rush when you hear 
something really cool and it makes you want to 
scream! There’s not anything that can do that for me 
except for music. There’s nothin' like hearing a fierce 
new song. 

RF: What are your future plans? 

RC: I wantto test out my remixing and producing skills 
a little more. I basically take things a day at a time. I’m 
very committed to the projects I’m working on 'cause 
I think they have a bt to offer. I feel blessed to be abb 
to pay my rent, do what I want to do, and be involved 
in a business in which I’ve always wanted to work in. 

I don’t want to overextend my boundaries and take on 
too many acts. The Basement Boys asked me to 
manage Crystal Waters right when the record was 
about to happen and I was like “I’d bve to, and I’m 
sure it’s gonna be a hit,” but I didn’t want to. I was 
committed to Ultra, and I didn’t want to overshadow 
her. I want to make Ultra the fiercest diva that I think 
she is. I’m not in it for the money. I’d rather do what 
I wanna do. I don’t think too far ahead. If I started 
thinking about what I wanna do ten years from now, 
I’d lose it. I just like to chill out and have fun and not 
take this all too seriously. People tend to take this stuff 
much too seriously. For me, anyway, it’s supposed to 
be about fun. I bve being a fan of music, and I’m a fan 
of everyone I work with first and foremost My goal 
is to be really happy, to have enough money to buy a 
house. I don’t want to run Columbia Records in 15 
years. No thank you. You can have that job; I do not 
want it. 

RF: Happiness is the only goal that really mat- 
ters. 

RC: Ultimately. But a bt of people don’t see it that 
way. Ultimately, for some people, power is the goal 
that they're looking for. I was in an A&R office at 
Warner Brothers and I shared the cab ride downtown 
with another manager (I’m not gonna say who). We 
were talking about the acts that he was working with, 
and he said to me, “I wanna be just like Russell 
Simmons. He has Cher’s old apartment and he gets all 
the bitches.” I know that the expression on my face 
when he said that could have just dropped to the 
ground. It was like “Oh. OK.” And he’s just one of 
many that think in those kind of terms. You an have 
all the bitches. Ultimate happiness isn’t necessarily the 
first and foremost on peoples minds. It’s really, really 
strange. 

RF: It's a weird industry. 

RC: Well, I guess it’s like any other industty. I don’t 
know what I would do if I was in any other industry. I 
don’t know anything eke. As Miss LaBelle said, 
“Music is my life.” You take that away and I’m like 
nothing. 


Bill Coleman can be reached at Peace Bisquit 
Productions, 225 W. 57th Street, 4th floor, New 
York, NY 10019. (212) 245-3445. T 


really cool and it makes you want to scream!” 
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“Rodney, Mr. Jackson would like to see you in 
his office.” 

Every eye in Mr. Martin’s sixth grade Louisiana 
history class was on me. Mr. Goody -Two -Shoes 
being called to the vice-principal’s office? 

“Rodney...” Mr. 

Martin’s voice 
was insistent. 

I left my chair 
and began to 
follow the kid 
who’d brought the 
message to class. 

“...and bring 
your books with 
you.” 

The eyes 
followed me as I 
went back to 
retrieve my books 
and followed the 
boy out the door. 

I couldn’t look at 
anyone. And I 
tried to ignore the 
whispers and 
snickers. The 
door slammed 
shut behind me. 

I had difficulty 
swallowing as our 
footsteps echoed 
through the halls 
of Live Oak 
Middle School. 

We reached his 
office. I was 
shown through the door and told to have a seat. 
Mr. Jackson would be with me in a minute. The 
tension was killing me; it was gettin’ very hot in 
his office, and I had to fart real bad. But I was 
afraid that I would fart the second he walked in 
the door. And what kind of impression would 
that make? 

I heard his heavy footsteps coming towards me. 
He told his secretary to hold his calls. He stepped 


into his office, closed the door, and took a seat 
behind his desk. A very big, dark-skinned man 
sitting behind a very small desk in a very small 
office. Boy, was it getting hotter in that room. 

“I called your mother in here earlier today,” the 

bass voice 
boomed. “She 
was virtually in 
tears when we 
talked. Do you 
want to know 
what she was 
crying about?” 

I couldn’t 
speak, I couldn’t 
do anything. 

Mom was here? I 
finally managed 
to shake my 
head. 

“I’ve been 
watching you, 
son. We’ve all 
been watching 
you. And quite 
frankly, we 
haven’t been 
pleased with your 
behavior. The 
way you walk. 
The way you 
carry your books. 
The way you talk. 
Do you realize 
how you look to 
other people?” 

I shifted in my 

chair uneasily. 

“You look like a damned sissy, that’s what you 
look like. You don’t act like the other boys do. I 
saw you in P.E. the other day. You were playing 
with the girls. I asked the coach why, and he 
said... he said you weren’t man enough to play 
with the boys. Do you like sports, son?” 

I couldn’t believe this was happening. I stared 
vacantly. 



by Gregory Conerly 






The football sailed through the air. And It 
hit me In my ear. Chicken yelled “Tuesday,” 
and realized he v d made a mistake. I wasn’t 
the person he’d made a pact with to hit if he 
saw them before they saw him and recited 
the day of the week. It was a mistake he 
said. It was |ust a game, he said. He apolo- 
gized. I tried to Ignore the pain and contin- 
ued to talk to my friend Lawrence In the 
school yard— even as the tears welled up in 
my eyes.,. 

I was walking across the school yard to- 
ward Mr. Bannon, whom I had a big crush on. 
I’d wanted to congratulate him on the birth of 
his baby girl. 

“Look at the way that dude walks, man.” 
“Yeah, he walks ]ust like a fuckin’ sissy.” 
Pointing. Laughter. As usual, I ignored it. 

“Well?” 

My voice cracked as I spoke. “I ran track a 
couple o’ years back. And I like football.” 

“Uh huh,” Silence. He shifted his formidable 
weight in his chair and rubbed his finger against 
his nose, as if in thought. He didn’t buy it for a 
second. I hate sports and he knows it. I hated 
running track. And the only reason I like football 
is because I like to fantasize about the wide 
receivers with the tight ends, see the players tap 
each other on the ass in front of forty million 
people and not be self conscious about it, watch 
the quarterback and the center make passes at 
each other and engage in simulated doggie-style 
sex on the playing field, and see bodies clash into 
each other with violent grace and beauty. Foot- 
ball is the best gay porn on TV. 

“What kind of relationship do you have with 
your father? I mean do you do things together, 
play ball?” 

My father. So it’s my father’s fault he has a fag 
for a son. Did we play ball together like real 
fathers and sons did? No. Did we have father/son 
talks like the ones on TV did? No. And of course 
those fathers and sons, the ones you see on TV 
and read about in books, are the way real fathers 
and sons are supposed to be. Fathers aren’t 
supposed to work all day, eat, then work at his 
second job and not come home ’til after his kids 
fall asleep. Fathers aren’t supposed to go to the 
race track and watch ball games on TV on his 
days off instead of spending it with his kids. And 
fathers aren’t supposed to beat the mother of his 
children in front of them. I live in a fantasy 
world. What’s on TV is real. 

“No. Not really.” 

“I thought so. Son, I don’t mean to be harsh, 
but something has got to be done about you. 

When you carry your books, you clutch them to 
your chest instead of letting them hang to your 
sides. When you walk, you do so in short strides 


rather than long ones. And when you talk, good 
God, your voice is higher than most girls I know! 
Didn’t your father show you the proper way for a 
young man like you to act?” 

Silence. 

“And you knew you weren’t acting like the other 
boys. Why didn’t you observe them and do as 
they did?” 

I looked at the floor because I didn’t want him 
to see the tears in my eyes. I still didn’t say 
anything because I was afraid my voice would 
betray the emotional turmoil going on inside. 
Besides, I had nothing to say, no excuses to make. 

I was a twelve year old sissy, and that was that. 

“Your mother said she didn’t know what to do 
with you. But then in a situation like this, there 
isn’t much a woman can do. I want to talk to your 
father. Obviously, he doesn’t spend enough time 
with you, and you don’t have any other male role 
model to compensate for it. What time does he 
usually get off from work?” 

I told him the situation with my father. 

“Well what days does he have off?” 

“All day Sundays and Monday evenings.” 

“Ask your father if I can stop by next Monday 
evening to talk to him.” 

“Yes, Mr. Jackson.” 

“Now don’t get me wrong. I think you’re a very 
intelligent young man with a bright future ahead 
of you. Your awards for academic excellence and 
straight A report cards — well, except for P.E. — 
are evidence of that. But books aren’t everything, 
boy. You need to learn more about life. It’s a 
rough world out there, and you need to learn how 
to take care of yourself. You need to be more 
aggressive and competitive. And participating in 
sports will help you do that. Have the other kids 
picked on you because of your behavior?” 

Reginald was mad. Our team lost the 
volleyball game because I failed to hit the ball 
over the net. 

“If it wasn’t f” yo’ oP ‘maufadice-lookin’ ass, 
we wouldna los* the fuckin’ game,” Reginald 
said, pushing me into the locker room. 

“Let’s drown his ass In the shower, “ said 
one. 

“I say we beat im up,” said another. 

Needless to say, I didn’t want to take a 
shower. But if I didn’t, five points would be 
taken off my final grade, and the coach, a 
super macho ex-New Orleans Saint, would 
force me to take one. I didn’t seem to have a 
choice. Besides, I really didn’t think they’d 
try to do what they said. I undressed and 
went into the shower with the other boys. 
Reginald and some of the others pushed me 
around several times, nearly causing me to 
lose my balance in the rising water. 

“Look at this stupid-lookin’ mothafucka.” 
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Laughter. 

“Go see if the coach is coming. We gonna 
drown his ass.” 

“Yeah.” Nods of agreement. 

The water was a half-a-foot deep and rising. 

“There ain’t nobody aroun’.” 

“Let’s do it.” 

One foot. 

One of the boys started singing “One Nation 
Under A Groove,” a popular song on the radio. 
Others joined in as someone grabbed my 
arms from behind. Another locked my legs 
together. 

The water was still rising. 

“One nation under a groove. Gettin’ down 
jus’ for the funk of it.” 

I struggled wildly to break free. They tried 
to pick me up, but was dropped. Down in the 
water I went. I came up quickly and tried to 
stand. All the while, I was screaming, “Stop! 
Stop!” 

“One nation, we’re on the move. Nothin’ 
can stop us now.” 

Hands tried to push my head back down. 

“Coach!” 

Naked brown bodies raced out of the 
shower at ninety miles per hour. 

“What the hell’s goin’ on here?” It was the 
coach. He rushed to the shower entrance, 
ordered me out, roughly inspected my 
bruises, and shoved me aside. 

“Get dressed.” he said, and stormed into 
his office. 

“One nation under a groove...” And laugh- 
ter. Endless laughter. They tried to kill me in 
the shower. The coach didn’t care. And now 
they’re laughing about it. 

“Yes.” The incidents were numerous. 

“I thought so. If you put a few pounds on that 
bony body, lifted some weights, and did all the 
other things I told you, you’d gain some respect. 
I’ll have to ask your father about getting you a 
weight set and putting you on a diet when I talk 
to him. And what about girls? Have you been 
talking to any young ladies yet?” 

Keith wanted to know if I was still a virgin. 

“Seriously, are you?” 

Tyrone pointed at me and laughed. “I bet 
he is.” 

“I’m not going to deny it. Yes, I’m still a 
virgin. And I don’t care what you say. I think 
you’re still one too. You’re too young to know 
anything about that.” 

“What’s to know,” said Keith. “All you do is 
wait ’til it get hard, make her get wet, slip it 
in, then you engage her in some pistol 
pumpin’ action. Push an’ pull, push an’ pull.” 

“Yea.” Tyrone shouted as Keith made 
pelvic thrusting motions. 

“Then you rock her to the east.” 

Tyrone and Robert, the fourth person in the 
otherwise empty classroom, sang in unison, 
“Rock the body.” 


“Then you rock her to the west.” 

“Rock the body.” 

“Then you pump it harder and harder to 
make her scream.” 

“More. More. Harder. Harder.” 

“Then you come inside her.” 

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhh.” 

“Oh Keith, you were so wonderful,” said 
Tyrone in his best feminine voice. 

“I think I have to go to the bathroom,” said 
Keith. 

We all laughed. 

“I still don’t believe you. You probably got 
that off TV. That’s for older people.” 

Keith arched an eyebrow. “If you don’t 
believe me, ask Hazel. I did it with her.” 

Tyrone laughed. “Everybody’s done It but 
you.” He looked at Robert. “Say you white 
boy, you ever did it with a girl?” 

Robert grinned, exposing two rows of rotten 
black and green teeth. “Ya damn right I 
have.” 

“See that,” Tyrone said. “Even that white 
boy done did it.” 

Keith made a face. “With them teeth, she 
musta had to put a paper bag over your 
head.” 

“No.” 

Mr. Jackson leaned forward in his chair. “You 
are interested in girls, aren’t you? After all, you 
don’t want to become one of those fag-, er, homo- 
sexuals you see prancing around in the French 
Quarter.” 

Sorry, Mr. Jackson. It’s too late. I should stop 
this charade and tell him the truth. So that’s 
what this was all about. He wanted to know if I 
was gay. Mom wouldn’t have cried just because 
she thought I acted strange. 

“Yes, I like girls.” But I don’t. My first wet 
dream was about Eric Estrada. I have crushes on 
Henry “The Fonz” Winkler and Mr. Bannon, my 
drama coach. And I fantasize about having sex 
with Stanley, the guy with the Billy Dee Williams 
smile, and Country, who has a beautifully shaped 
ass and a very lithe body. I never thought about 
girls sexually. 

I wonder what would happen if I told him. 
Would I be sent to jail? To a mental institution? 

I mean, it’s just a phase. I’ll get over it. I even 
saw a book in the library called Overcoming 
Homosexuality. I’ll get enough guts to check it 
out, follow it’s instructions, and I’ll be a normal 
person in no time. Just like those people on TV. 
No one will ever have to know. Please, God, I just 
want to be like everyone else. Please? I promise I 
won’t lie or steal anymore. And I’ll be good from 
now on. I’ll even pay more attention in church 
and put more of my allowance in the basket. No, 

I won’t tell Mr. Jackson. I’ll do whatever he says, 
and I’ll be a normal boy, just like he said. I know 
I will.. ..I know I will. 

“Good. Now, I hope you’ll remember what we’ve 
talked about today. Your mother shouldn’t have 
to worry about this.” 


Mama... 

“And ask your father about my coming to visit. 
It’s for your own good.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

He frowned. “Deeper.” 

“Your voice, make it deeper.” 

I spoke in a deeper voice. 

“That’s better. But keep working on it. I’m 
going to be checking up on you, so you’d better 
practice.” 

“I will.” 

“Now stand up.. ..Hold your books.. ..No, not that 
way. This way.” He showed me the correct way 
to do it. “Okay. Now walk out the door. I’ll be be 
right behind you.. .Go ahead. Walk back and forth 
along the hallway.” 

I obeyed. 

“Longer strides, longer.” 

The bell rang for my next class. I was excused. 
For now. But I knew that from now on, I would 
be watched, frowned upon, and corrected. And I 
suspected this was going to be the start of a new 
kind of hell — one that was unlike the hell of being 
different I was already used to. The hell of trying 
to conform. ▼ 
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Adult Is Hard. 
But You're INot 
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Let's lace it, your twenties can be rough years, and living with HIV makes 
them rougher, finishing college, finding a job, getting insurance, or 
coming out can seem overwhelming for young adults when the burden 
of HIV is added. Many people in their twenties feel alone in their fight 
against HIV. It doesn't nave (o be that way. 


We're TPA 20s— a free, peer support group sponsored by Test Positive 
Aware Network and designed specifically for young adults with HIV. Our 
aim is to help ourselves by snaring our problems and perspectives, 
confronting issues unique to our age group. We meet eveiy first and 
third Sunday at 7 pan. we're casual and friendly, and confidentiality is 
strictly maintained To find out more about TPA 20s call 312-404-TPAN. 
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in L.A. 


Some queen once said to 

m e , “L.A. is the only place in the world where you 
spend more money than you earn to impress people 
you don’t even like.” It is so true. From the hair 
weaved drag queens of Santa Monica Boulevard, to 
the pectoral implanted wanna-be’s of Hollywood, 
everybody I’ve encountered during my current stay 
in LaLa land is hopelessly wraped up in illusion. 

Not ony does everyone claim to be good friends with 
Madonna, but apparently they’ve all slept with Rob 
Lowe, Scott Baio, and George Michael as well. 
Fabulous! Then why the hell are you sitting here 
asking me if I have an ‘extra’ cigarette? Buy your 
own, star-fucker. 

This is not to say that everyone out here is a 
mess; I have made a few friends, and of course, 
have had my share of interesting sexcapades, 
including an encounter I recently had that left me 
(literally) breathless. 

I met him one lovely afternoon while drunkenly 
cruising Griffith Park, which is a notorious meat 
rack in the Hollywood Hillls. The cruisy area, 
nestled deep into the woods, is actually quite pretty 
and relaxing, as long as you wear comfortable shoes 
and don’t mind total strangers smilingly observing 
you while you relieve yourself behind a tree (I 
don’t). So I happily marched into the wilderness, a 
song in my heart, and a six-pack in my belly. After 
warding off the advances of a few persistent old 
leather queens, I ended up 69'ing in the dirt with a 
FINE blonde mother-fucker. I was so drunk I only 
made a half-assed attempt to be the ferocious sex 
goddess that I usually am, but I must have been 
fierce enough, for he gave me his card and told me 
to call him. 

Looking at the card later, after showering and a 
few hours of detox, it finally hit me: the delicious 
blonde snack I had earlier was none other than Leo 
Ford, porn star of many a queen's wet dream. I 
called him a week later (one musn't seem too eager) 
and we set up a time to meet 

He picked me up on his 
motorcycle, in front of Donut Time in 
Hollywood. I felt like the cat’s meow as we tore up 
the Boulevard, my arms wrapped tightly around his 
waist, unbothered, nay, pleased by the jealous 
stares of the boy-toy street hustlers peddling their 
tired wares. We got to his apartment, and once 
inside, Leo turned on a slamming house tape and lit 
up a joint which we quickly smoked. 

Now stoned out of our minds, we went after each 


other like mad bitches in heat. On the floor, rolling, 
groping, him making animalistic growling sounds, 
me his willing prey. I was lost in it, drowning in 
heat, slick with sweat and spit. Fuck the carpet 
burns on my back, this was FABULOUS! 

In one sudden move, Leo lept over me and sat on 
my chest, and began spanking my lips with his fat 
cock. Shit, I hadn't realized just how big his dick 
was. And I had no time to think about it. In one 
swift move, he forced my mouth open, and his rod 
in. Surprise! His horse dick went so far down my 
throat it went past my collarbone! Jesus Christ, it 
was so fat that the pressure of it constricted the 
bloodflow in my throat. I was getting really fucking 
dizzy, but I wanted to swallow this dick! Not even 
swallow— I wanted to digest this motherfucker. 

“You can do it, Chicklet,” I told myself. "Girl, just go 
on!” And honey, I went on! And on and on and on... 

It was incredible. For one shining 
moment I lost consciousness. There was no time, 
no reality, nothing. Just my mouth and his cock. 

His masive, meaty, greedy fuckmonster. It was truly 
religious. He grabbed the back of my head and used 
my mouth as his warm, wet jack-off machine, in 
and out, deeper and deeper, I felt his cock grow 
stiffer, the head more thick and bulbous, and tasted 
the salty sheen of sweat on the shaft of his penis. 
Finally, urgently, he pulled out and shot his hot 
spurts of cum on my face as he put his balls in my 
mouth, which I hungrily, greedily sucked on. At this 
point, I shot my load, and Leo collapsed upon me, 
the both of us spent, sticky, and satisfied. 

It was absolute heaven, but thinking about it 
later on, one thing concerned me — dick size. 

Now, I think there’s something sexy about every 
man, mind you, but after having a thick, juicy, 
footlong slab of manhood rammed down your throat, 
you begin to wonder. Oh, okay, I’m a size queen, I 
confess. But even if a guy’s dick was less than 
huge, somehow, someway, I’d have a good time 
anyway. Only now I’m afraid that the average penis 
will no longer do the trick. Honey, once you’ve 
tasted butter, margarine will never do. 

Yes, I can see it now; I'll become insatiable, on a 
quest for even larger pemses to fill my burning 
orifice, until one day I am found impaled on afire 
hydrant, my face a mixture of shock and unbearable 
pleasure. Think of the pain! Think of the 
humiliation! Think of what it will cost to get my 
asshole sewn up! Ah, what the fuck. At least a fire 
hydrant won't expect me to cook breakfast the next 
morning. 
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PUSSY: A friend of ours who was 
dabbling in dominance found himself with 
so many hormones and so little time. 
Grabbing a willing stranger, he whisked 
into a cubicle, whipped out his cock and 
forced his new best friend to get his face 
fucked. 

The poor sucker’s throat was rammed 
raw and his head banged repeatedly 
against the doorjamb until our buddy shot 
his wad — upon which he withdrew and 
zippped up, wondering all the while if, 
perhaps he ‘d been a touch too rough. As 
he turned to leave, the receptacle d' amour 
looked up and smiled, “That was wonder- 
ful,” it gushed. “Just like it use to be in 
prison.” 

BUNNY: Speaking of drag queens, 

Pussy isn’t the only gal I know who gets 
mistaken for a man on occasion. Miss 
Becky, a rather svelte, striking redhead 
I’m fond of, tells a tale of an encounter 
with a masher in a new wave bar. After 
getting rebuffed several times, he became 
quite hostile. “I bet you’re really a 
transexual,” he sneered. “Maybe,” Becky 
shrugged, nonplussed and that enticed 
him even further. “Well,” he leered, 
“Whatever the doctors did, it’s making 
my dick hard!” “Mine too,” the Beckster 
cooed... "It’s at home in a jar of 
formaldehyde.” 

PUSSY: You know, on account of a 
queen, I will always believe the power of 
love — thanks to a miracle that happened 
one night, long ago. ..in Dago Rose’s. 

What I was doing in such a fetid, 
squalid dive remains unclear, but this is 
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not deep analysis... just petty exhibition- 
ism. Anyway, there I was, way back in 
the rear of the bar, shooting the shit with 
some gentlemen friends when the door 
flew open up front and in came Dee Dee, 
the drugged out P.R. D.Q., shrieking at 
the top of her lungs! "Carumba, have I 
had a chitty day! I thin I need to kill 
somebody.” 

She smashed an empty bottle on the 
edge of the bar and I looked up at the 
sound of the busting glass. Our eyed met. 
She waved her jagged scepter in the 
direction of my face and yelled, ‘‘She’ll 
do!” At that very moment even religion 
seemed to make sense. “Dear God,” I 
prayed. ‘‘Who and whatever you’re 
suposed to be, please make her lose her 
train of thought before she gets from there 
to here.” 

Midway through the room she passed a 
pair of enormous forearms that stopped 
her dead in her tracks. “Mmm, Popeye!” 
she cooed, tracing her initials on a bicep. 
“Wanna pop my cherry?” And thus, my 
cheap misguided, miserable life was 
spared. God is love. 

BUNNY: God may be love to you, but 
others have some more idiosyncratic 
interpretations. Here’s a remarkable series 
of vignetttes I’ve curated that I call, “The 
Littlest Pederast”. ..or “Memoirs of 
Monsieur Poulet.” 

While he was still in his teens, passing 
mothers instinctively clutched their 
children to their breasts. ..as though his 
forehead sported a tattoo, “Bad News 
Babysitter.” He was always moving in 
and out of town, for reasons soon to 
become clear. After one prodigal return, I 
agreed to wait for the telephone installer 
while Poulet sought work. 

Armed with a freshly-minted key, I let 
myself into his new studio apartment, 
which I had not yet seen. I would classify 
the decor as early Bijou.. .into the tiny 
space he had managed to cram four 
couches (set up theater-style), one behind 
the other. Strewn about were vast 
quantities of Scandanavian kiddie porn 
including the complete edition of Torrid 
Tots. Lest the phone man phone the feds, 
I stacked them neatly in the corner under 
my own tattered copy of the Nation. 
That’s what friends are for. 

Poulet, ever questing for physical 
perfection, was quite the art aficionado — 
having photographed the bare backsides 
of some of the world’s three dimensional 
masterpieces. Hence Poulet’s Law: 


Behind every great sculpture... is an 
amateur photographer. 

In his search for eternal youth and 
beauty, Poulet prowled the playgrounds, 
camera at the ready. Like a most dedi- 
cated naturalist, the patient pedophile 
would wait for hours at a time to capture 
that one perfect shot of “Boy on a 
Swing.” 

Once he took a position in another 
state— as live-in nanny for the offspring of 
two alcoholic attorneys. Everything went 
fine until he confessed his predilections 
during a late night drinking bout, and 
then — realizing his potentially prosecut- 
able faux pas — was forced to flee before 
dawn. 

After his rude collision with reality, to 
quote Edmund Wilson — another famous 
bunny — Poulet had to lie low. Now he 
spends his days lost in reverie, poring over 
the pictures in his scrapbook, most of 
which seem to be decorative frieze which 
he insists contain pornographic images 
that elude all but he... 

PUSSY: While the illustrious Poulet 
may have stumbled on something 
interesting — non-representational smut — 
not all of our friends photo document 
their exploits. Though she’s not a 
shutterbug, Libidinous Letita understands 
the value of empirical verification. Too 
well-bred to whip out a ruler, the dear 
lamb — largely to appease us — has 
managed to record the size of her more 
substantial visitors by counting the 
squares on the plaid bedspread as the 
errant swains doze, apres la prod. 

Well at least she gets prodded. An 
aging divorcee I know alll too well, has 
had a rather unfulfilling relationship with 
an elderly escort for more years than she 
dares to think about — lest it lead to her 
suicide. In addition to his lackluster 
personality, Mr. Dullard is marriage shy 
and short on libido. 

Recently my friend spent the night in 
her companion’s apartment, and stayed 
over the next day while he went off to 
work... ostensibly to tidy up his bachelor 
digs and watch his cable TV. 

Purely by chance (sure) she happened 
upon a box buried (deep) in the closet, 
containing (horrors) dozens of bondage 
magazines. That evening she confronted 
him, waiting til he was comfortable 
ensconced in his lazy-boy lounger, she 
dumped the offending box in his lap. 
“What is this trash!” she railed. Sheepish, 
he confessed to a long term adddiction to 



pussy 


the S&M mystique. Which repulsed our 
friend who while lusty, is still rather 
bourgeois in her tastes. “How on Earth 
does a person get this way?” she de- 
manded to know, and the tale unfolded: 
One day, as a boy, he’d traded his prize 
Green Hornet for a back issue of Super- 
man. The lead story featured Lois Lane, 
bound and gagged, in the clutches of Lex 
Luther. One glance at the nubile beauty 
straining against her restraints was all it 
took. The die was ca$t...a pervert was 
bom. 

Paraphrasing Noel Coward in Private 
Lives : “How extraordinarily potent cheap 
comics are!” 

BUNNY: And ditto for the zines... 


THING 







KER-PLUNK! 

When publications like Inside Chicago begin ranting over how 
your club is "only the most fabulous place to see and be seen," well, 

I hope you favor lots of midwestem style Euro Trash and Tacky 
Wannabe Suburbanites because they will "come on down!" Ka- 
Booml's high rent location in a newly refurbished warehouse build- 
ing at Chicago and Halsted, and the club's over-styled interiors 
suggest that a lot of money has gone into the place. Ka-Boom! is 
obligated to make lots of money to stay open and they seem 
determined to appeal to the lowest common denominator to attract 
as many patrons as possible. People like Shanda Leer, 
Richard Knight, Michael Manglaforte, Joe 
Lopresti, Paolo Pincinte, and Christasy work 
at the club as promoters, hosts, and bartenders. They're bait and 
their work is cut out for them. This may only be partial protection 
against the illin 1 personnel one encounters at Shelter. As volatile as 
clublife is, by the time you read this, some of these people may no 
longer even work at the club. Let Ka-Boom! do whatever they want 
to bring in the spenders and filler people, but let's see how they are 
at running private parties or special events for the more seasoned 
urban clubgoers. I've never run a club, but the trick has to be 
providing a good atmosphere and a good mix of people as often as 
possible. Right now, Ka-Boom!'s crowd is pretty lightweight: posers 
and weekend suburbanites. And we've already seen clubs that get 
a bunch of trendy people to work for them, just to turn around and 
dick their employees and patrons by trying to second guess every- 
body. Take Slimelight for example. Limelight Chicago had some of 
the best kids in the city as staff. But, somehow, the club was still 
lacking. The opening night party at Ka-Boom! was true to Slimer*. a 
big patriotic mess that over-capitalized on the then current Persian 
Gulf mania: every service employee dressed in some manner of red, 
white and blue, stars and stripes, and yellow ribbons! Flags 
everywhere! (This wasn't tongue-in-cheek, either. They were seri- 
ous!) I'd only gotten as far as the t-shirt booth when I see Steve 
Marton and posse quickly on their way out “You don’t want it! 
It’s sick. Atotal waste of time.” And this after they got to see Mary 
Irene walk in the fashion show in red, white and blue, stars and 
stripes leather! (Courtesy of Michael Hoban for North 
Beach Leather, of course.) BMCS seems to lurk especially at the 
straight clubs that have "Gay Night(s)." Ka-Boom's opening gay 
night party F.U.C.K. (held on 6/9, oooh!) was B.O.R.I.N.G. And where 
were they hidingthe members of Cirque Du Soliel for the circus' cast 
party there? That evening, the upstairs game room looked like a Gold 
Coast/Division Street circus: Mother's meets P.S. Chicago. Can 
people like Michael Mangiaforte get folks out for Crystal 
Waters, RuPaul, Gina Tay, Ultra, or whomever 
the children are following? We'll see. Advertisements for the club call 
it “Chicago's most explosive night club!" It’s a dud sometimes, too! 





MEN WITHOUT HATS 

I knew it from the word go that anyplace having the nerve to name 
itself the Warehouse was doomed to be a drag. The original Warehouse 
was the end-all haven of jack for only the most fabulous black fags and 
it would appear that it met its demise due in large part to a door policy 
that became too lenient in allowing just any oh body in. It had no sign out 
front or anything outwardly marking its location. You either knew where 
to find it or you didn’t. Now this place is open, straight as the day is long, 
with a big red neon sign out front that says “The Warehouse”. However, 
by the time sissies who are thinking of the original Warehouse do drop 
in, does the management have to be forced to remember its gay 
sensitivity training? A little more than a dozen of us were there for the 
House Hoedown, a house party by way of a country theme (not to be 
confused with Christine Johnson’s House Hayride of a 
similar bent). It was John D’Armour aka Fraulein, 

Terence Smith aka Joan JettBlakk, Ms publisher 
and filmmaker Bruce La Bruce, videographers 
Stash Kybartas and Gabriel Gomez, Steve 
Marton, Craig Siegle, Brian Matthews, Brian 
Funk, Dave Williams, SPEW organizers Mary Jo 
Schnell, Suzie Silver and Steve Lafreniere, 
yummy Chuck Gonzales and some others. We’d just left 
the “In Through The Out Door” series’ Approriation/Representation and 
the Subculture of Queer panel at Randolph Street Gallery. One of the 
panelists, Vaginal Creme Davis, was going to meet us at 
the Warehouse. Much to her benefit, she missed the party. We can thank 
Gina Love and Alan Louis for ushering us in comp because 
we really didn't want the privilege of paying five bucks and having to re- 
do our looks, too. We were being denied entry because we were sporting 
baseball caps, a no-no in most straight clubs because gangs are 
represented by colors of caps. I overheard Miss Love explain to the 
manager (?) that she would eat the loss of the door cover but that the bar 
wouldstillprofitfromourdrinkingif they'd allowusin. “Oh,ok.” Butthink 
about it: gang members show up atthe club, remove their hats and gain 
entry. So then you have hatless hoodlums in the club? OKAY! How 'bout 
a policy of “No Gang-Bangers!" Period. Mark Farina had the 
unenviable task of playing to a sparse crowd and was only spinning so- 
so. I’ve heard him in much better form which is why I couldn’t 
understand Lady Arlene and Gus Boy getting so excited 
that Farina was dubbing the party for them to take home. I’d heard that 
the original owner of the place, Ralphie Rosario, had spent 
lots of money installing a fabulous sound system, but what I heard 
sounded rather average. A few kids danced for awhile on the overly lit 
dancefloor before we all finally settled in the upstairs lounge, continuing 
the weekend's SPEW induced gabfest. 

BURNING DOWN THE HOUSE 

The Paris Is Burning opening at the Fine Arts cinema proved fun because a good sized crowd turned 
out (mostly white kids) and everyone seemed ‘up’ and high spirited. It wasn’t as glamorous as expected, 
even though we'd spotted a few queens on Halsted the day before shopping for outfits for the opening. 
However, the presence of super-hot Lorraine Baskerville more than made up for the 
conspicuously absent parade of glamor girls that usually accompanies events of this sort 

The party at Ka-Boom! directly following the screening was lacking. Don’t get me wrong; the crowd 
and the music were probably the best it's ever goingto get there , but it didntfly. Spencer Kincy 
spun an eclectic and pared down mix of hot cuts that kept folks busy on the dance floor. But he’s really 
a genius for not once resorting to playing Madonna's “Vogue.” (Thank You!) Lot's o' cosmotata in 
the crowd: Robert Ford, Steve Marton, Michael Hyacinth, Jeff Britton, 
Andrew Sarver, celebrity hairdresser Andre Walker, Willie 
Crespo, May Day, Alan Louisas Azanda, House of Avant Garde founders Aaron Pierre 
Brown and Warden Ford, Lady Arlene Casillas, Delon Strode, 
Lorraine Baskerville, make-up man Dwayne McKeever, Roderick Conrad, 
Betsy Johnson's Rebecca Hoffman, stylist Paul Stura, and make-up wiz Gina 
Sporacino. Voguer extraordinaire, Willie Ninja, was scheduled for an appearance atthe 
club but was a no-show. Hmmm? And don’t try getting away with saying that Madonna was there. The 
cast and crew of A League of Our Own was on break for the weekend and Her Fabulousness was known 
to have left the area. Finally, thank you, so very much! whoever it was that sent us the tee kee fresh 
Paris is Burning full- color poster! ...Ifs goin' on and we love it! 
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THEY SHOOT CLUB KIDS, DON’T THEY?*! 

When you say cl ub kid you say Project X., I think. It’s supposed to be the 
club kid's Bible. But I don’t know, club kids seem better covered by people 
like Michael Musto and Stephen Saban who come to 
the latest club scene more informed of clubdom's past incarnations. Club 
kids don’t seem too interesting coveri ng themselves, lacking in the pages of 
Project X is any amusing sense of tongue-in-cheek or self-parody. They 
seem to take themselves much too seriously. Project X likes hyping itself, 
goingas far as to suggestfillingthe voids left by Details and Egg. The original 
Details mighnt ever be duplicated— they were able to assemble so 
impressive a stable of editors and contributors. Lots of clubby pix to look 
at but dont go mistaking Julie Jewels for the likes of Bill Cunningham. 
Project X is far from being another Details. I can remember, not long ago, 
when it didn't have the glossy cover or all the big name advertising. I wish 
them luck. The New York City styled club kid thing comes to Chicago via 
people like Michael Mangiaforte, Gina Love, John 
Boy, GiGi, who at times take to the dress and manner of people like 
Mykl Tron, Ffloyd, James St. James, Zette, 
San D., and Kenny Kenny in NYC. Of course, the NYC originals 
are better. Sometimes. And sometimes the Chicago versions are rather 
inspired. Local club wars erupt when too many kids get too competitive 
between too few clubs and patrons. Like, what's so bloody holy about 
Sunday night as the night for gay parties? Not long ago, Brian Kamp 
and Byron Dorsey hosted an anniversary party for Brian in the 
Pyramid at Cairo. That same night Michael Mangiaforte was hosting 
BAN.G. (Boys And Nasty Girls) at Ka-Boom! The Pyramid party was too 
loud, too crowded and too fast Rumor had itthatthe party at Ka-Boom! was 
poorly attended and in retaliation for stealing the crowd, Mangiaforte 
reportedly had stink bombs set off at the party at Cairo. More recently, the 
same night that Mangiaforte planned a blow-out Paris is Burning party at 
Ka-Boom!, the Project X kids decide to import New Yorkers Michael 
Alig,DJ Keokl, Ernie Glam, Sushi, etc. for a party in the 
Catacombs at Cairo, promoting the new issue of the magazine. I could only 
get as far as handing Keoki a couple copies of Thing and snap his pic. He 
seemed nice enough because he was busy working and made time for me. 
Alig wasn’t mean, but he wasn’t helpful either. Too preocuppied. I was a 
basket case because the whole evening I was unable to score a copy of the 
magazine. (Note: the next week, on a regular Sunday night at the same club, 
they were all over the place and anyone's for the taking!) Keoki's sound 
quality was good, but the selection of music was too much on the techno/ 
thrash side and, in my opinion, pitched way too fast to dance to, even 
considering the Ecstasy. You never saw so many camera hogs and so few 
cameras (justthe two I had and Al Carter taking polaroids). It got real 
sad when we reached Josh's and Christasy’s place later for an afterhours 
party and not one club kid had the vision to bring a camera or buy film. But 
dearies, if I’m gonna play the photographer and columnist for you people, 
the least I could get out of it is some cooperation, namely a complimentary 


APPLESAUCE 

Out in New York City, in town for Wigstock, some club hopping and a much overdue visit with the illustrious 
Charles (Chas) Bennet Brack. It was both disturbing and comforting to see that not a whole lot 
has changed there. New Yorkers are still impatient and quick-tempered and some of the most fun-loving people 
anywhere. I arrived in town on the last day of a dreadful heatwave (way up in the 90's) and later found myself out 
at the comfortably air-conditioned After Five Plus with Chas, Ricqu6 Green, and Chas' friend Leo. We 
had a good ol' time. The people were very nice. The After Five Plus is a small bar in Brooklyn that attracts a pretty 
eclectic crowd of black, Puerto Rican, and white guys, a few women, and people of varied ages. Everyone insisted 
we were out on a good night and the music was crute, mostly tapes put together by one of the bartenders, a sexy 
Puerto Rican named Jay, who should have returned my calls. I figured if he posed for Playguy, he'd maybe pose 
for us. That was Friday night. Saturday night was the Sound Factory and findingthe Chicago contingent and a whole 
bunch of city kids out for the Labor Day weekend in full force. Brian Mathews, Steve Marton, Craig Siegle, Montreal's 
Nicolas Jenkins, Lady Arlene, Christacy, Mangiaforte, Brian Funk, Byron Dorsey, Byrd Bardot Sinisha, 
and N.Y.C.s own Bill Coleman and Michael Hyacinth. DJ Frankie Knuckles isontopoftheworid, 
looking great meeting and greeting only the sexiest guys and girls in the dj booth and enjoying huge success with 
his debut album Beyond the Mix. He graciously accepted our gift of a Thing T-shirt and bouquet of flowers before 
continuingto pound us to smithereens with sickening mixes of Basscut Susan Clark, The Sounds of Blackness, and 
a yet-to-be-released tune from the album titled “Work Out” Its easy to see why the more serious dance kids flock 
to the Sound Factory week after week: the bass pumps and the place jacks til way past dawn. 

Sunday night we were in Manhattan to attend a little party put together by Michael Hyacinth and painter 
Darinka Navitovich at the Flamingo Easton 2nd Avenue. Everyone aforementioned atthe Factory, plus, 
Babs.Homoture's Fluffy Boy, writer Gary Indiana, Steve Lafreniere, STH editor Billy Miller, 
Gerald Paoli, John Volkening, preferred promoter Bill Coleman, and writer David Sedaris. 
Graphic designer and ex-Think Inker Arhlene Ayalin and her friend, photographer Tina Paul, sat in 
the back with retailer Pat Field and several others being fashionable and true to the legend of the Flamingo. 
Later, we went over to Club Pyramid, quite lucky to run into Hapi Phace who remembered Steve Marton from 
her visit to Chicago and comped us in. The place was mobbed with pre- Wigstock folks just carrying on! It was fun 
even if a little too packed. As we were leaving, the fire marshals were checking out the scene and were unable to 
find any fire code violations. Whew! The day of the Wigstock extravaganza, I awoke feeling not quite up to the 
occassion and was mortified to find myself not on the press list for backstage access as promised by Lady 
Bunny, and too overwhelmed by the throng of ten thousand spectators to stick around and take in the show. 
So I left Me and Ricque headed out to Queens (Queen's Village to be exact) to join up with Chas and his friend T ony 
Teal who was hosting a cook-out and impromptu performance by a few members of Lavender Light, the Gay and 
Lesbian Black and People of All Colors Gospel Choir. We pigged out sang and had a good ol' time. 

The following week saw most of the Chicago kids heading home by Tuesday but Ricque and myself continued our 
stay with Chas and Co. Wednesday night we got lost in Alphabet City en route to Pyramid for the Channel 69 taping. 
What a nightmare! Kids call it Crack Alley and the Badlands. Its a mess! Less jam-packed than the previous Sunday 
night, the Pyramid was worth our unfortunate detour. We saw everybody from RuPaul to Page to Mona Fool 
to Codie Ravioli to Afro-Ditee to Linda Simpson to Thing correspondent and former 
Chicagoan Vincent Webster to Debbie Harry. They were all really cute and friendly. We took lots 
of pix (except for Ms. Harry shaking her head back and forth, quietly indicating, "No photos, please.") Ms. Harry was 
very bubbly and seemed to be having a good time. Friday night I ventured out alone and went to Breeze's loft 
party on Grand. It was right! Two floors and a rooftop in SoHo. Lots of fresh people and tee kee crute Margaritas! 
It was so goin' on that only a few hours into the festivities, the cops came in and kicked us all out Something about 
a license... From there I split to Two Potato on Christopher St Very black and Puerto Rican with "No Dancing!" It 
was packed. Hosted by a few drag queens, it was like a very well-attended cocktail party. I freaked running into 
fashion illustrator Michael Ascendio and designer Stacey, originally from Chicago, now both 


working for the Oleg Cassini label. I also met the delicious Frankie Chillino, who, among other 
things, has a fetish for vintage Pucci, sixties lunch boxes and furnishings. We got to be fast friends. Saturday afternoon I ran around town feverishly playing beat the clock to complete a few 
interviews and stop at a few Thing distributors. Lady Bunny met me at Sha Sha Cafe in the West Village, "...its close to my place." A lovely little spot where we enjoyed coffee, sinful desserts 
and dirt. Afterwards, we dashed over to the cozy Oscar Wilde bookshop and Wigstock co-sponsor MAC cosmetics. Then we popped by Bunny's friend and Wigstock co-organizer Scott 
Lifshutz 1 to get Wigstock programs. From there, we were off to Pat Field s, where I caught a glimpse of Perfidia and some of her very cute wigs. I browsed. Then I taxi'd over to Michael 
Musto's apartment where we gabfested and went through old photos together. (Full interviews with the genius Lady Bunny and the ultra-ovah Michael Musto to follow.) Saturday night Ricque 
and I did the Shampoo party at Limelight because Bunny invited us. It was cute. We ran directly into Deaundra Peek rushing out post-performance. "Hi Tall!" We screamed and chatted 
for a moment I snapped her and she was off. I could just eat her! Met Johnny (Hot-Man!) Dynell who was spinning and in fabulous form. He told me to look for his new release and that 
he and Chi Chi's Jackie 60 was the club of the moment that I should check it out Tuesday night Sister Dimension was spinning in the big room. Bunny introduced us to Miss 
Guy who’s as sweet as she is cute. And the guy named Pearl is a gem. We were off to the Building, accepting Linda Simpson and Page's invite, but just as we were about to leave, in walks 
Linda telling us that they closed up the bash around 3 AM. So, we hit itto the Sound Factory where we saw everybody we didn't see at Shampoo: Larry T ee and Lahoma Van Zandt 
(post Roxy) and Ronald, who dances with Deee-Lite who was very surprised to see me again (we'd first met when Deee-Ute played Shelter in Chicago last November.) I know just 
how he felt: I cant believe I ate the whole thing! 

LUdp! 1 Miss May Day (aka Daryl Ofiver) as Pamia SNeMs backstage at Ha-boom's Parrs /s Burnt tg party. 2.Spencer for Hire: DJ Spencer Kincy at Parrs /s Burning. 3.Bbck Gay Poets Society: Walter Youngrtwl and UJW at Thing dices. IMo fierce bbctressing: Afro-Diteee 
at Club Pyramid, NYC. 5.Whafs in a gtfs lunch pal? Azanda at Michael AS* $ CK parly in the catacombs. 6 James Tucker at Thing offices. 7.Steve Martini .Mo Cosmotata : Dwayne McKeever. 9.Page at Pyramid, NYC10. DJ/Oesigner Freddie Bain at Cairo.1 1.(1 to R) Brian 
Matthews, Ovistasy and Arlene en route.12. Royaly yours- St Roderick Conrad. 11 DJ Mark Farina at Ka-Boom! 14. Ms. Charlene Ui*er.l5.Hairt>umer Deluxe, Andr$ Waker and model Andrew Server. liRoberto Soto atParrs /s Bumng. 17iinp Yik waks for the House Of 
Avant Garde at Pam /s Burning. 18Jtobecca Hoffman at Parrs 7s Burning. 19. Homoture's Edward Fluffy at Sha Sha Gale, NYC. 20Andy Substance and Lady Arlene Casilas at Ka-Boom! 21.$handa Leer meets and poets at Ka-Boom! 22J*ss GiGi. 23.Coflee, Tea or Natasha? 
24. Daryl Oliver atF.U.dK. opening, 25. Wilie Crespo backstage atParrs ts Burning. 26.1 to R) publisher Robert Ford, Delon Strode, and me at the Parrs /s Burning premiere, Fine Arts. 27.Steven atParrs /s Burning. 28 Josd en route afterhours. 29.Gecrp Rubio. 30ihowstopper 
Mona Foot at Pyramid NYC. 31JVe these those rich dykes we read about in Outweek? Gina Love and friend pootch in the catacombs. 32J1J Keoki in the booth at Cairo. 33 .Design team Tommy Walton and Roger Price. 34iil Coleman at Peace Biscuit suite, NYC. 35 A) Cat in the 
Hat B)Keep it under your hat Or, C) Dressed to KiL Delon Strode (in the hat) and ilustrator James Tucker, Chicago Pride Day at the Rocks. 36Jn the middle: Codie Ravioli at Pyramid, NYC 37. Mo Niggerati: (LtR) Max Smith, me, Essex Hemphil and LDW at the Rodde Center. 
38JMon and Lorraine Baskervile at Parrs /s Bumng. 39. Writer Michael Musto at home. 40i)J Derrick The Maestro’ Carter in the booth at Ka-Boom! 41 .Money in the middle? Chip Ducketts flanked by Floridan pals at Pyramid, NYC. 42.Curf iff) with a good look.Chnstasy in 
the Catacombs at Cairo. 43Jichael Hyacinth at Ka-Boom! 









BAM NIEECIE: Bim 

Neecie’s equally unfresh older 
sister. Even though she's old 
enough to enter the Club, we say 
no. “Quit ringin’ it!" A.K.A. 

Neecie, Skeezer. 

BEAT: Don’t confuse this with 
the Beat in "Beat Generation." 
This is being so turned out, the 
girls gag. Made. Painted. Done. 
See Bunta. 

BIM NIECEE: Part Bimbo, 
All Niecee. Synonymous with 
writer Drachir Notshurt’s Braid 
My Hair Girls. 

BMCS: CHRISTINE (Racy 
Beats, Inc.) JOHNSON dubbed it 
The Badly Managed Club Syn- 
drome. Late-nite Murphy’s Law. 
Struck by the bug to Boogie Down, 
eventually it’s the reason you 
should have stayed home: Fea- 
turing Goonish Door Staff, 
Coatcheck by Booster’s Galore, a 
DJ who should be reminded that it 
could be at least 10 more years 
before we hear those same old 
tunes again, and a menagerie of 
ne’er do wells and assorted Thugs 
and Skeezers. “Let’s not and say 
we didn’t!" 

BOOF: Dammit! I hate it 
when that happens! ’86ed’ (Left 
“In the Lurch") 

BOOSTERS: Den of 

Thieves or Twenty-One Robbers 
At My Door. Nail Everything Down! 
Also, to boost. To Mop. Those that 
boost. Thick as thieves. 

BROKE FACE: Facial 
expression of shock, surprise or 
asstonishment. "Pick up your 
face." “Clutch your pearls.” See 
“In yo’ face!" 

BUSSIN’!: It, The thing of 
the moment. Syns.: SMOKIN’, 
COLD, ICE, or HOT. Happnin’ The 
Answer. The Tee. The Real Thing. 
You want it. The One To Buy. 


BUNTA: Pronounced Boonta. 
John Jordan Young’s definitive 
Black Beauty esthetic: Beverly 
Johnson, Grace Jones, Iman, 
Kahdija, Pat Cleveland, Sheila 
Johnson, Sade, Pam Shields, 
Chevette, Gloria Shelby, Aisha 
Mays, Phyllis Swan, Mina Shaw, 
Liza Cruzat, Adrian Griffin, Alva 
Chin, Octavia Saint Laurent Tookie 
Smith, etc. Beat or lookin’ that-a- 
way. Black Diva. 

BUYING IT: Populargoods: 
The Farm. Lunch. The Brooklyn 
Bridge. All That Glitters. Florida 
Swampland (sight unseen). Ant: 

Not having any of it 

CLUB TART: Black Gay 
Party Animal, circa 1970-1989. 
Elite of the U.S. Studio Warehouse, 
D.C. Clubhouse, the original 
Powerplant, and the Paradise 
Garage N.Y.C. The fringe did Bet- 
ter Days and Melons in N.Y.C. and 
Rialto and the Rrtz in Chicago. 
Kids who followed DJ’s like, Larry 
Levan, Frankie Knuckles, Craig 
Cannon, Paul Simson, Tee Scott, 
Nicky Siano. Also Party Tart 
Ant.: Club Kid 

COME FOR ME: Atti- 
tude doin’. Every bit as challeng- 
ing as it sounds, a ruling queen's 
way of asking for it in yo 1 face with 
ovahness. “Don’t come for me, 
I’ll let you have it!" 

COSMOTATA: From 
LDW’s Cosmetata (Cosmetic 
Kaflama) denoting all the mod- 
els, photographers, hairdressers, 
stylists, designers and various 
persons in the fashion/beauty 
field. Fortunately, Cosmotata can 
be distinguished from Fabulashes 
since they actually work in the 
“Boodie Bid’niss" or at least read 
magazines (rather than just look 
at the pictures). Ant. Model - 
Model. 

CRUSTY PASTEY: 

Bitchy Attitude. Crunchy and 
cross-tempered. Also Crispy 
Pastey, Pustey Ooozzy, Cheesey 
Ooozy, and Extra Crispy Cheesey. 
Smegma. 

CRUTE: Did Evil or Toy say 
this first? No matter, everybody 
says it now. CUTE with an 
R...CRUTE. Crute Hair Crute Face 
Crute Attitude Crute Stuff. 


DOLLS: Girlfriends. Espe- 
cially of the DQ Variety. Darva: 
“You know how dolls carry on at 
Miss Delay!" “Your Doll," refering 
to oneself. Ant: Toy (I’m Not Your 
Plaything) Patton. 

DON’T EVEN TRY IT: 

To put a notion out of one’s mind; 
"CHILE, PLEASE!" Also, 
D.E.T.I.O.M.T. (Don’t EVEN try it 
on my time!) and D.Y.T.I. (Snap! 
Don’t you try it!) 

FABULASHES: Posers 
Font Font Fake Fashion Victims. 
’Fluffy’ Glamabugs. “Quit ringin’ 
it!" 

FABULI: From the Cult of the 
DJ, The Fabulous Ones. Stars in % 
this category usually manage en- 
tourages made up of Cosmotata, 
fabulous Queens and Divas. 

FULL: Buzzed, Lightheaded, 
Bubbly, Tipsy, Giddy. To get full. 
As in "I’m Full Out My Trees!" 
(more like smashed) Ant.: SAY 

NO and DON’T DRIVE DRUNK. 

GOOD LUCK: Okay! See 
there!" "Told you so!" 

KAFLAMA: The word Ken 
Hare made famous. Much "To- 
do," brouhaha, hoopla, or major 
phenomenon of either good or bad 
quality. Also Flama,. Kaflamala 
(mess). 

KEE KEE: 1) Giggle or mull 
over something funny. 2) Smile 
sheepishly and play dumb: “Oh." 

MODEL-MODEL: It 

takes Pam Shields to talk about 
vain and totally self-centered 
Cosmotatas who literally let all 
the styling mousse go to their 
heads; "I’m the stuff!" Strike a 
pose! 

NIEECIE: Home Girl. Or 
LaShondra Maleeka Johnson 
(Tyrone’s girlfriend). AlsoPookie. 

NOT USING IT: “Not 
Buying It" or “Not Having Any Of 
It.” You don’t want it! 


OKAY?!: Not the California 
surfer-girl variety. The sarcastic 
affirmation as in “See!" or “See 
there!" Interchanges with "I’m 
sayin”’ and “Don’t you know!" 
Also “OTAY?!" 

POOCHED: Prissy and per- 
snickety. Seditty. Too Crute. 
“Pooched that-a-way." Posey. 
Also POQCHI. 

PUNISHMENT: Dressed 
to kill. The Darva. “You should 
have seen her! ShewasPunishin’ 
those Dolls!" 

READ: From “Read the Riot 
Act" which the dictionary defines 
as “to insist that disobedience, 
etc. must cease." The kids say 
“Wasn’t that a Read!" (Mess. 
Kaflama) “Don’t you ever try it I’ll 
read you!” Giving them the what- 
for. Read Your Beads and to 
‘Read For Points, cut-up and keep 
score. 

RIP YO’ PANTIES: 

Dancing in the spirit of “Damn- 
the-torpedoes-never-mind-the- 
duds-break-a-leg-shake-a-. 
tailfeather-baby-jig-and-cut-a- 
rug!” Also Jiggin’ and Jackin’ or 
PUNK1N’. 

SICKENING! : Over 
whelmingly fresh! More than you 
can stomach. “Tec crute, 
sickenin’ ol’ pumps!" 

THING: A person or Thing of 
incorrigible and unbearable Fabu- 
lousness. As in the salutation, 
“Miss Thing!” or “Thing’s not buy- 
ing it!" She knows who she is! 

WOOGIES: The male coun- 
terpart to BIM and BAM NIEECIES. 
Banjy Realness. 

WOPS: From the term ‘DOO 
WOP’ describing the 60’s black 
street music. “We Real Cool!" 
Near woogie state of mo’ macho. 

ZUBA: The latest term for 
those children of the chitlin 
circuitJoo Black for ya! 


OH, PLEASE!: Respond- 
ing to Kaflama. "Yeah, right!” 




Where all men are welcome 


Now! 


$1 Per Min • $2 Connection Charge • Must Be 18 Or Older ♦ Prices Subject To Change Without Notice 



REMEMBERING 
JOE LINDSAY 


1 1 had a dream about you last night, Joe. I'd likt to 
say it was a good dream but I cant It brought tears to my 
eyes. Maybe that ain't so bad. You're definitely worth 
crying over. When you passed I couldn’t cry then— but I 
was with you right up until your last breath. I was your 
friend holding your hand, whispering in your ear— telling 
you it’s okay baby, it's just a dream, let go. 

That afternoon they called and said that someone 
should be with him because he was probably on his way 
ouL I was in the shower when I received the calL I quickly 
dried off, dressed, and caught a cab over to SL John's 
Hospice where Joe had been staying nearly a month. 

Although Joe hadn't been doing too well for a long 
time, I thought back to our late nights just hanging out, 
drinking a few beers and our delving into every facet of 
pop-political culture. Joe and I were comrades in ACT UP. 
We were pioneers for Queer Nation/Denver. We fed each 
other s ego — mine from my Hew York upbringing, his 
being Chicago-styled — expounding upon one another's 
knowledge of our respective downtown art scenes 
involvements. Joe Lindsay was a diverse man. His art 
ranged from political graffiti-styled cartoons to large oil 
and acrylic paintings promoting social change to self- 
portrait photographs. 

This last year he had spent time working on his t- 
shirts. One he designed for ACT UP which bore his TM 
OUT logo and the other he designed for Queer Nation — 
his controversial (Denver is so lame) and now infamous ‘I 
Praise God” with my erection and vagina t-shirts Joe got a 


St. Angelo 


bif laugh out of all th« around town controversy spawned 
over a t-shirt that never even made it to press. 

I remember one night spent with Joe listening to 
Karen Finley, Debbie Harry and the Velvet Underground 
while chatting away about Haring, Basquiat and 
Mapplethorpe- the night seemed endless. Joe prepared a 
fillet of sole dish with cajun rice and seasonings 
extraordinaire. And me being too tired to go back to my 
place— just crashed with him in his bed. 

Yeah, that night we talked about the disease but 
neither of us offered up a godamned solution- thinking that 
the government had already established a platform for the 
disease that solicits little change for the better. We 
decided to remain ACTing UP. We both wished George 
Bush and Jessie Helms an HIV positive diagnosis. 

That night holding Joe I felt good about my ability to 
love and encourage physically someone closer to the grave 
than myself. I’ve been so lucky, I thought Asymptomatic 
for 6 years now. Poor Joe. 

That’s why I couldn’t cry for Joe when he passed. I 
was too proud. For me it was a great honor to be by the 
side of a man I not only cared for, but respected and loved 
as well. There were few people Joe wanted by his side 
those last weeks, only three to be exact I was one of them. 
And there was Alan. And there was WendelL 

Joe, from this side of life I still dream about you. 

And now at this writing my eyes swell. I have only my heart 
and my mind full of memories to thank you with and for. 
You’re so missed. 


Line drawing from Joe Lindsay’s Illuminations ( 1990 ) 
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CffldM 

I’ve recently met my 
cousin’s lover and be- 
came attracted to him 
but because of loyalty to 
my cousin I’ve put my 
feelings aside. But now I 
find out that they only live together for fi- 

nancial reasons and they are both free to do as they 
please. Should I take a chance of destroying my 
relationship with my cousin or should I follow my loins? 

— Moist Box 

Dear Moist Box, 

Your loins are longing for the beef They wouldn't 
lead you wrong. Several points, however: bow does Mr. 
Financial Reasons feel about you? Does be know bow 
moist your box is? Why would your relationship with 
your “free to do as be pleases * cousin be endangered by 
your interest in bis roommate? Girl, there seems to be 
some underlying issues here that have been left to stew 
too long! Get to cookin'! 


W 


Rotates It lit if Mttttri 

Unbeknownst to me, I recently (and quite acciden- 
tally) stumbled upon a rather notorious “tea room” on 
the campus of a large public university. 

Imagine my shock and embarrassment! However, 
further surprises awaited me. Whilst using the facility 
properly (for which it was built), my eyes happened to 
glance over the commanding and overwhelmingly lewd 
graffiti on the walls — not to mention the grammatical, 
spelling, and syntax errors! 

Quel surpris! Lo and behold, the name and telephone 
number, and in excruciatingly descriptive detail, the 
preferences of a tres cher ami of mine (one with whom 
I practically grew up!) were scrawled in her own distinc- 
tive, unmistakeably horrid penmanship (in elementary 
school, she received a "D”). 


’EAWjo/iie oMaAgifial! 


Gentle Ms. Marginal, her curriculum vitae (as it 
were) was simply a fabrication of her twisted fantasies! 
Not only were her descriptions of herself outright lies, 
but what she claims to be able to do are beyond her 
uninspired and dull grasp. 

Pity the poor sucker (pun intended) who, upon 
phoning her with dreams of debauchery, actually en- 
counters her physically! I shudder to think of it! Also, 
what if someone connects me to such a low, base 
practice as to which my dear friend has sunk? We all 
know, la cage aux folles! How can I refute such 
pernicious and unfounded slander? 

Thank you very much for handling this too distress- 
ing dilemma for me...I am sure you will give me clear 
wisdom to help me hold my head up in such a trying 
time. 

— Truth In Advertising 

Yo, Margie! I hear you the "Answer Bitch.” 

My problem is this nosy ho. I caught the bitch in my 
favorite bathroom cock-blockin’ for points. Bitch 
pretendin’ to pee, when she really tryin’ to suck up all 
the dick. 

I walks in, but I quick-like peep the ho. I jumps back 
so she can’t see me. (She one of those talk- talk girls — 
always running off at the mouth when she should be 
tryin to get her mouth stuffed with some yummy dick!) 
Don’t you hate it when you at yo favorite bookstore, 
bathhouse, or bathroom and these sissies want to hold 
an afternoon tea? 

Anyways, I knew it was she cause she went to grade 
school with me and she always thought she better than 


everybody. One of them bitches always correctin’ 
somebody. Well, the bitch had the nerve to pulls 
out this big ass red marker and start correctin’ my 
shit on the wail and shit, like I’m stoopid or 
somethin’. She even crossed out my phone num- 
ber from the message I wrote. 

Madge, how can 1 get back my favorite bath- 
room from this snotty, overbearing busybody? How 
can I stop this ho from coverin’ up my writin’ and my 
number? What the fuck she doin’ at my school seein' 
as how she so hi and mighty and only attended private 
schools? Marge, help! 

— A Friend In Need 

Dear Needy Friend and Truth in Advertising, 

Tea of this sort isn't just for breakfast anymore. 
Let's agree that some groundrules need to be estab- 
lished. And, quite naturally, I'm the “Answer Bitch ” 
to set tbem(tbat's M-A-R-J -O-R-I -E) ! 

First and foremost, true ladies never, EVER, edit 
material that's unsolicited. Secondly, get with it, girl! 
When in Rome, do as the Romans. ..If you're slummin' 
at a public school in the public tea room, show your 
privates and keep it private! 

Tea room etiquette demands that we all play as 
equals; i.e., ain't nobody cruisin' the tea room better 
than anybody else that's crusin' there. As for truth in 
advertising, we all would hope to fuffill our fantasies 
while remaining well-grounded in reality. Nobody 
wants to buy a lemony, as when yours truly recently 
responded to an ad from a “chunky, outdoorsman" and 
was appalled to find a prudish, bookish school marm 
who was a sister, not a mister! Make lemonade? 
Fucker up! 

The bigger question is why you two, who so clearly 
have so much in common ( a common history, common 
habits ) can *t work together for each other's welfare and 
happiness? Next time out, she could act as look-out 
while you're busy having trade and you could school her 
on the fine art of taking high tea. 
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